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I's The Deepest Cut You Feel 


Author's Notes: 
Uh.not sure what to say about this one other than.! hope it works out the way I'm planning it: 


It's already shifted to the left of the initial flash of how | saw it in my head but I'm not ready to tackle a 
period piece fairytale-type just yet. Lord Nicholas and Lord Thomas will have to wait for another time ©&® 


No 5 in the Song Inspiration Series. 
Stay safe, stay kind.. 
Enjoy! 


J 


The Arimal In Me - Motley Crüe 


It feels like thunder 
Wind is slowly diggin’ in 
It kinda makes me wonder 


About the lovers that have been 


Lyin’ on my bed with her hands tied up 
| knew it all along that it wasn't enough 
‘Cause when | gotta taste of you 


| found something | can sink my teeth into 


Its an ache that never heals 
I's the deepest cut you feel 
I's the thing in you that feeds 


The animal in me 


It's the darker side of lust 

It's the other side of us 

Its the thing in you that feeds 
The animal in me 


The animal in me 


| wanna feel your last breath 


Before we suffocate 


A kiss you can't forget 


Like a wedding on a rainy day 


The chills keep shootin’ down the back of my neck 
Like a freight train poundin' in the pit of my chest 
‘Cause when | got a taste of you 


| found something | can sink my teeth into 


Its an ache that never heals 
I's the deepest cut you feel 
I's the thing in you that feeds 


The animal in me 


It's the darker side of lust 
It's the other side of us 
It's the thing in you that feeds 


The animal in me 


Its the hurt that never heals 
I's the deepest cut you feel 
I's the thing in you that feeds 


The animal in me 


Its an ache that never heals 


I's the deepest cut you feel 
It's the thing in you that feeds 


The animal in me 


It's the darker side of lust 

It's the other side of us 

Its the thing in you that feeds 
The animal in me 


The animal in me (animal in me) 


Its The Deepest Cut You Feel 

1779 

Tommy POV 

"DADI?" Tommy yelled as he came through the door. "Dad! Its me, Tommy!" He threw his bag down on the 
sofa as he walked past. "Dad. | know you're here. Mrs Pickering said she brought you back here twenty 


minutes ago." 


"What do you want?! | don't know youl" his father's scared and timid voice came from behind the closed 


bedroom door. "Who are you and why are you in my house?! What have you done with my family?" 


Tommy groaned softly. Tonight was going to be a bad night it seemed. He leaned dejectedly against the door 
frame listening to his father's harsh, panicked breathing. "Dad..it's me, Tommy. Your son," he said as calmly as 
possible. 


"No, Voula took little Tommy to visit her parents," David replied. The door whipped open suddenly, startling 
Tommy. His father was brandishing a hairbrush, ready to take on the intruder with it. 


‘Its me, Dad," Tommy said softly, holding his hands up to show that he wasn't a threat as his father looked at 


him warily. "You're right. Mom took me to YiaYia's..when | was five. Mom..mom's not here right now." 


He knew his dad didn't remember his mom passing away seven years ago and he knew that even if he did tell 


him, he will have forgotten again within the space of a few hours. 


It had just been Tommy and his Dad since his Mom passed away suddenly from an aneurysm. The sudden hole 
that had been left in their lives and their hearts heralded the downslide of his father's health. David had 
managed to keep working for a couple of years but his mental health had started to decline, slowly at first, 
little things that could be explained away by just being forgetful. 


However, when Tommy's father started to get lost for hours on the drive to work, sometimes being found on 
the side of the road, usually by the police, either gazing off into the distance or distraught because he 
couldn't remember where he was supposed to be or how he'd gotten to where he was, that was when the 


alarm bells had started ringing. 


David was diagnosed with onset dementia exacerbated by the heartbreak of losing his wife. With the diagnosis 


came a new set of concerns. 


David had worked as a mechanic at the same garage for many years and, initially, his employer tried to be 
understanding when David occasionally didn't show up for work on time. However, when he reached the stage 
where he would forget what he was supposed to be doing, the risk became too high and David was reluctantly 
dismissed. 


With the loss of his job, Tommy and his father had to move from their modest little suburban house into a 
tiny one-bedroom apartment situated in a small three-storey complex. Tommy had found work after school 
but as his father's condition worsened he'd had to quit school altogether and take whatever work he could to 
supplement what little government payouts they could get. 


He was lucky that one of the neighbours had taken them under her wing and kept David occupied and under 
watch on the days that Tommy couldn't be home due to work. 


David looked closer at Tommy for a moment, blinked as though clearing his vision, and then smiled uncertainly 
as though he couldn't quite marry the two visions of his son, the child he spoke about or the young man in 
front of him. "Tommy?" he asked, cautiously. "Where..where's your mother? Is she okay?" 


"Mom's with YiaYia, Dad," Tommy replied simply. It was easier to bend the truth a little than to cause his 
father distress, he had learned. "Have you eaten? Did Mrs Pickering feed you tonight?" 


"Hmm?! Oh!" David said. "Yes! A lovely lasagne." 
"That's good, Dad," Tommy said, as he opened the fridge to peer inside. It was bare, save for some milk and 


some condiments that he could only hazard a guess at the expiry dates on them. He closed the door with a 


dejected sigh and reached for a box of cereal and a bowl. 


As he poured himself some cereal, adding the bare minimum of milk to it, he wondered how he was going to 
get a more permanent job before his birthday. He loved his dad but being forced into being the parent from 
around the age of sixteen really sucked. When he should have been worrying about grades, girls and football 
games, Tommy was constantly worrying about paying bills, keeping a roof over their heads and ensuring both 
of them were fed somehow. 


He was lucky that with the small amount of government assistance and the multitude of odd jobs he'd been 
able to pick up, they'd managed to keep their heads above water. just. 


But the assistance would dry up once he turned eighteen in a few months and Tommy knew that he needed to 
find at least one regular source of income before then He'd quit school at the end of the last school year to 
concentrate on getting jobs but he still kept in touch with his friends and on occasion went out with them on 
weekends. 


Tommy had also tried to keep up with some study outside of school, bugging his friends for their assignment 
briefs so that he could at least try his luck in completing the odd English or Maths papers. He wasn't dumb by 


any stretch; he had been a consistent B+ student until life threw a curveball at him. 

His one saving grace was that he'd managed to keep his drum set, and, with a lot of baffling within the kit 
itself and on the surrounding garage walls, Tommy used his practice sessions to get his frustrations out. He 
was conscious of the neighbours and when Tommy had gone around to each one to explain the situation, most 
were understanding especially when he promised he wouldn't play at night or early mornings. 

That's when he met Mrs Pickering. She'd worked as a nurse before her retirement and had offered to keep 
David company occasionally when Tommy was going to be gone for the whole day. It gave him one less thing to 
worry about on those days and he repaid her kindness with a few odd jobs or carrying her groceries up the 


stairs for her. 


Father and son sat like strangers on the couch that pulled out to be his bed, watching, or more accurately, 


staring blankly at the TV while the late-night shows play. 

His father kept looking at his watch and then at the door, making little tsking noises occasionally. 

"What's up, Dad?" Tommy asked, fighting back a yawn 

His father turned toward him sharply as though he'd forgotten that he was there. "Tommy?!" David asked 


"Yeah, Dad. m Tommy..your son," he sighed, scrubbing his hand over his face to stifle another yawn. "Why do 
you keep checking your watch?" 


"Y-your mother is late," his father said. "She should be home by now. I'm getting worried." 


"Mom is with Yia-Yia, Dad," Tommy repeated wearily. "How about you go to bed? It's late. lim sure Mom will be 
home soon" He hated lying to his father but he also knew that the information would not stick in his ailing 


mind. 


His father looked at him as though trying to decipher the information. He could see the spark in his father's 
eyes trying to ignite but within moments, they'd turned blank again. David nodded but continued to sit. 


Tommy rose off the couch and held his hand out to his father. "C'mon, Dad" In a perverse role reversal, 
Tommy helped his father from the couch and into the bathroom to supervise him taking his medications, 
getting changed into his pyjamas and cleaning his teeth before leading his father back into the bedroom to tuck 
him in for the night. "G'night, Dad. | love you," Tommy said, forcing the words around a hard yawn. "Sweet 


dreams of Mom." 


"Goodnight," David said hesitantly, his brain already losing the information about this stranger that was helping 


him. 


Tommy smiled sadly, wishing he could hear his father return his words of love just once more but know who 


he was speaking to. He kissed his father's forehead and turned off the light before closing the door behind him. 


He sat back on the couch wearily, muting the television but still leaving it to flicker in the darkened room. He 
toed off his shoes and propped his feet up on the end where his father had been sitting and before long he 


was pulled into a dreamless sleep out of pure exhaustion. 
While he slept, David opened the bedroom door, fully dressed. 


‘lm going to find Voula, boy," David whispered, peering over the back of the couch. "She's very late. I'll be back 


soon” 
v% 
Nikki POV 


A noise startled Nikki out of his smack-induced stupor and he sat up with a gasp that rattled painfully in his 
dry throat. His mouth and throat might have been parched but his body was drenched in sweat and he clawed 


at his non-existent clothing. 


The room seemed to have taken on a life of its own as it pulsed and bellowed, in sync with his heart and lungs 


as he tried to encourage his drug-crazed mind to make sense of what was happening. 


Shadow shifters called to him and taunted him, moved into his clothes and made them come alive. They filled 
the air with hate and sadness and it seeped into his bones, into his soul as surely as the amber-coloured drug 


filled his veins. 


Nikki bared his teeth and hissed at them in a vain attempt to keep them at bay. "You're not getting me just 
yet, fuckers!" 


"Voula, honey?!" a voice called out from downstairs. 


"Fuck!" Nikki swore quietly and scrambled for the loaded gun that he kept close, hidden amongst the piles of 


clothes on the floor. "You can't fool me, you bastards!" 


"Voula?!" the voice called again and Nikki swivelled his head toward the sound, clutching at it as it spun out of 
control. His eyes shifted back and forth, trying to keep up with the moving colours and patterns. 


"| know you're here, darling. Please come home with me. I've left our Tommy home alone to find you. He's only 


a little boy, Voula, he needs his mother." 


Nikki's head pounded with the noise and he clamped his hands over his ears the best he could whilst clutching 
his handgun. "Stay away from me," he snarled as he sat in the dark with the walls whispering to him. "I don't 


know any Voula or Tommy. You lie! You're trying to kill mel" he hissed when he felt like screaming. 


Footsteps echoed down the hall toward his sanctum and Nikki hushed the voices. "Shhh..| hear you coming..but | 
won't let you get me." Nikki heard the door of his bedroom open as he resisted the pull of the shadow shifters 
and the narcotic effect of the drugs for as long as possible, fighting against the unwinnable slide further into 
his nightmare. "I'll kill you before you get to mel” 


"Voula..darling, please come out? It's only me," the voice said from the other side of the locked door. The 


doorknob rattled first before it started to turn. 


With a whimper of distress, Nikki raised the gun, his hands shaking and vision blurred, the accumulation of 
sensation begging him into the nothingness as he pulled the trigger. The gunshot echoed loudly in the small 
space and Nikki dropped the firearm to clamp his hand over his ears. Curling into the smallest ball he could 
make himself into, Nikki closed his eyes and rocked back and forth until exhaustion and drug stupor claimed his 


consciousness as first prize. 


Nikki was pulled out of his torpor shortly later by a loud groan..but it wasn't his. He cracked an eye open to 
test the waters of his equilibrium. 


"Help me," the voice said and, once again, Nikki turned his head toward his closet door. However, this time he 


didn't see the spectres that haunted him, but a gaping hole where his bullet had shattered the wood. 


Nikki looked around him, his hands touching the detritus of his binge as though he'd never seen it before. He 
leaned wearily against the side of a cabinet while he wracked his brain trying to piece together what had 
happened. 


"Voula!" 


"Fuck," Nikki groaned when he realised that wasn't one of the usual figments of his psychosis. 


Reaching for his gun again he then wearily pulled himself up using the cabinet to steady himself before 
lurching to the door. He fell against the antique wood, panting from the effort of movement when all he wanted 


to do was go back to sleep. 


Sleeping was good! Whether it was brought about by his circadian rhythms or with the help of his ever- 
present stash of crystals, powders and pills, sleep allowed him to forget what happened. He groaned as one tiny 
wisp of memory seeped out from the box he'd tried to shut them into. 


"Voula?" The voice was weaker than before but still there. 


"Shut the fuck up," he groaned and Nikki rolled his aching body against the door. He raised his finger to the 
hole he'd made and touched the broken wood wondrously, reverently, as though it held the answers to life 


itself. "Can't you hear l'm not a fuckin' female?!" 


"Help me," the voice groaned. "Where am |? How did | get here? Please..." 


"Jesus fucking Christ on a stick," Nikki muttered and tried to peer through the hole. The little that he saw, 
suddenly sent a chill of dread through him. A bright smear of blood stained his carpet. He knew he hadn't killed 
the trespasser..yet, anyway. 


"God, no..." he whispered and reached for the doorknob with trembling fingers. With a final summoning of 
strength and courage, Nikki twisted the knob and threw the door open and pointed the loaded weapon at the 


intruder. He wasn't sure what he was expecting but the scared, ashen-looking older man was not it. 


"Who the fuck are you, asshole? And what are you doing in my house at three in the morning?!" Nikki growled, 
still training the gun at the bleeding man. 


"l-I don't know," David replied, the fear and confusion evident in his shaky voice. "| was looking for my Voula. 


She- we lived in a place that looked like this." 


"Well, l'm not that person and you're an intruder,” Nikki replied. "| should call the cops." He reached behind him, 
feeling around for the phone on his nightstand. 


"No! Please!” The man groaned in pain when he'd lurched forward to stop Nikki, exacerbating the wound to his 


shoulder. Nikki watched the rivulet of blood ooze from the hole and down his chest. 
"Stop fucking bleeding over my damn carpet, asshole," he said. 


Nikki picked up the receiver but instead of calling the police, he called Doc McGhee, his manager and drug 


dealer. He and Doc had a fire and gasoline relationship even before everything went to hell. He was a short, fat, 


little man that had a greasy smile that he used to coerce people into doing whatever he needed them to do. 
Nikki called him the snake-charmer. 


"Lo?!" Doc answered sleepily. 
"Its me," Nikki said, never doubting that Doc wouldn't recognise his voice at this god-awful time. 


"Nikki," Doc groaned. "Its ten to three in the morning! | don't have any more drugs for you tonight. You're going 
to have to ride it out" 


"Get over here," he snapped. "An intruder is bleeding all over my Persian rug." 


"You don't own a Persian rug, Nikki," Doc sighed. "And you didn't shoot anyone..it's just the drugs. Go sleep it 
off, buddy." 


Nikki pulled the receiver back from his ear and looked blankly at it for a moment before knocking it against the 
nightstand. Doc's howl of protest could be heard through the tiny speaker. "Get. The. Fuck. Over. Here." 


"Nikki, |=." 

Nikki held the receiver out and poked the injured man with the toe of his foot, pressing down on the hole and 
making it bleed again. The man groaned in pain loudly. He raised the handset to his ear again and heard Doc's 
movements as he scrambled out of bed. 

"Ill be there as soon as | can," his manager said and hung up. 

we 


Doc POV 


"Fuck!" Doc swore as he tried to find his clothes in the dark without waking Mia..or was it Gia..or..fuck, he 


didn't even know. What kind of names were those anyway? 
"What's wrong, Daddy?" the sleepy voice floated over to him. 


"Time to get up and get dressed," he said. He might as well take advantage of evicting tonight's bedmate early. 


It would save him some money if he didn't have to take the current bimbo out for breakfast. 
"But, | thought-." 


"I gotta go to work," Doc said sharply, shoving the minuscule bra and panties at the confused woman before he 
found her dress. He tossed it across the bed as he pulled up his pants and found his shirt. "Hurry up," he 


groused. 


Within ten minutes he was escorting the woman to the ground floor of his apartment building, leaving her with 


the doorman to find a cab before disappearing down to the basement garage to his car. 


With a squeal of his tyres, Doc pulled the car out of his spot and wove his way to the exit. Once out on the 
street, he managed to keep a low profile but as soon as he was a little further out, Doc pushed the 
accelerator down a little harder. His Porche leapt at the chance to run and sped easily through the streets 


toward Nikki's Van Nuys house. 
"You stupid fuck," Doc muttered to himself. 


His up-and-coming star had been in a significant downward spiral for quite some time now. Unfortunately, the 
only way Doc had found to keep Nikki from his darker self was to make sure that he had access to quality 
drugs rather than the stuff off the street that was cut with god knows what kind of random chemicals. 


But he'd never factored in his idiot-in-training harming someone else. Nikki usually kept his house locked down 
tighter than Alcatraz when he was on a bender so he was confused, and a little curious, as to what went 


wrong. 


The worst case was that the guy was dead by now or in the process of, which sent a shudder of terror 
through him, or at best, that it was just a case of mistaken identity and that it was just a flesh wound. 


He pulled into Nikki's street but couldn't see any police or paramedics in attendance, so at least the little fuck 
had been smart enough not to get the authorities involved just yet. If Doc could convince whoever this 
intruder was, not to press charges then he'd be a lucky man. He would then kick Sixx's ass from here to 


kingdom come for having a loaded weapon around while flying high as a fucking kite. 


Nikki's house was the only one lit up like a Christmas tree as he guided his car toward the beacon in the dark 
early hours of the morning. If any of his neighbours had heard the gunshot then they had chosen to keep to 


themselves, which didn't surprise Doc. 


Nikki had a reputation for tearing through the street naked, either on foot, in his car or on his motorbike, or 
playing his music at jet-aeroplane-level decibels. Doc was constantly getting calls from them to come and tame 
his beast before they called the cops to deal with him. So far, he'd managed to placate them with coercion and 
gifts. 


Doc cut the engine and stepped out of his car as the automatic gate closed behind him. It baffled him how 
anyone had even been able to get inside the compourd let alone inside Nikki's castle. And it looked like a 
foreboding castle at night too, shrouded in overhanging trees, the lights flickered against the windows giving as 
though a breeze had disturbed the candle sconces. 


Using his key, Doc unlocked the front door. "NKKI" Doc yelled. "It's me." 


"Get the fuck up here, asshole," came the reply floating down from the upper level. "What took you so long?" 


"Oh, | don't know," Doc retorted as he climbed the stairs. "The fact that you woke me out of a dead sleep. | 
had to kick Mia..or Gia..out of my bed" He stopped a moment to catch his breath. "Not to mention that | live 


across town from you..! think | got here in record time, asshole. ' 
Doc stopped outside Nikki's bedroom door and afforded him the small courtesy of knocking. 

"Show me what you've done, Sixx," Doc sighed and waited. 

The door opened with a flourish and Doc felt the slight whoosh of air flutter through what little hair he had. 
His eyes travelled up from Nikki's bare feet, over his imposing nakedness to the top of his jet-black shock of 
hair that was standing up in all directions. The lamplight caught on the silver of the handgun still in his hand 
and Doc couldn't help the stirring in his blood and his pants. He licked his lips at the sight of the naked man 
before him. 


No one was immune to the sex appeal of Nikki-fuckin'-Sixx! 


As though sensing Doc's arousal, Nikki flicked his green eyes over him and his top lip curled into a sneer. With 


a huff of breath, Nikki turned his back on Doc, effectively dismissing him temporarily. 

"What /ve done?!" Nikki scoffed." He broke inl" he said and pointed the gun at the cowering man on the floor. 
Doc appraised the older man. He looked harmless enough; confused definitely, pale and clammy. He stepped over 
and knelt down. The man was holding his shoulder and Doc pulled the man's hand away to inspect the wound 
beneath the shirt he wore. It was only a flesh wound, thankfully, but it was deep and bleeding. 

"Who are you?" Doc asked. 

The man stared at him and shook his head, not saying a word. 

"Look, I'll keep the beast under control for the moment," Doc said as the man's eyes travelled beyond him to 
where Nikki stood propped against his closet door, casually aiming the gun at random places around the room. 
Doc cast a quick look at the young punk. "But he's gonna want payment..or retribution. So what's your name, 
man?" 

The man shook his head and Doc sighed in frustration. 

"Well, where'd you come from?" 


Again, he was met with a shake of his head but Doc could see that there was something..not quite right. 


"Can you talk at least?" Doc asked. 


"Y-yes," the man timidly answered. "| need to find Voula" 


"Shut the fuck up about Voula, for Chrissakel” Nikki roared and stalked over to them, brandishing the gun wildly. 
"Voula! Voula! Voula! There is no one here by that name, shithead!" 


"SKXI" Doc yelled, shoving his hand in the air to stave off the younger man. "Back of fl" Doc heard Nikki growl 
and snarl but he retreated to the other side of the room. Doc sighed and turned back to the frightened man. 


"Listen.where did you come from? | can patch you up and take you home," he said, earning himself another 


snarl from his client. 

Yeah, Doc didn't think Sixx would allow that but he was trying to keep the older man, who was probably the 
same age as himself, truth be told, relatively calm in case he was a mental institution escapee. He'd heard 
where unassuming-looking mental patients had done some serious harm to people when provoked. 


"l-l don't remember," the injured man said. "| don't remember anything.’ 


Doc scrubbed his hand over his face and sighed. "Um..well, do you have any identification on you? A wallet with 


your social security card, at least?" 


The man's face brightened a little and moved to reach into his pocket only to wince and whimper in pain when 


he moved too quickly. 

"Woah, woah..slow down a little. Is it in your pocket?" Doc asked and the man nodded. Doc reached into the 
man's pants and pulled out a small, well-worn, leather wallet. He opened it and searched for a driver's licence 
or something but only came up with about twenty dollar bills and a laminated card. 

Doc read the card and sighed. "Well..shit!" he swore. 

"What?!" Nikki said from behind him. "How much cash has he got on him? This door is antique." 

"Very little," Doc replied. "My name is David Bass," Doc read aloud from the card. "I live in West Covina. | have 
dementia | may have wandered from my home. Please call my son, Thomas Bass. He will arrange any payment 


needed There's a number at the bottom" 


"Well, then," Nikki said, squatting down beside Doc, unconcerned about his nakedness, "let's call Tommy-boy, shall 
we? David here will be my guest until he coughs up for the repair bill." 


~ Ke 


An Ache That Never Heals 


Author's Notes: 
Hello all.. 


Let me start this week by saying that | want to thank you for all the awesome comments last week! 


This Nikki/Tommy is nothing like my soft and caring couple in the Saturday Nights series so I'm happy to see 


everyone embracing the story so far. 
It's gonna be a bumpy ride but we'll get there in the end. 


| should have mentioned it last week but bear with me with the slight deviation from canon in regards to the 


band's creation with Nikki and Tommy. This IS a twisted fairytale so anything goes, right?! 

Speaking of twisted.this Nikki is sick and gnarled slightly but it's only a mask as we'll see eventually. 

The who/what/when will be explained in (hopefully) the next chapter, but | needed a reason for Nikki to be in 
his downward spiral prior to meeting Tommy. And boy, does this week's chapter show just how mean and nasty 
he's become. 


Dare | say, enjoy?! 


J 


The Animal In Me 

Chapter 02 

An Ache That Never Heals 

Tommy POV 

Tommy had woken earlier to a quiet apartment. He scrambled groggily from the couch where he'd fallen asleep 
and idly noted that his dad's bedroom door was still closed. He knocked and said, "Sorry, Dad, | slept in. Time to 


get up. Do you want some cereal for breakfast?" 


He didn't wait for an answer but just moved his stiff and achy body into the kitchen to start the coffee and 
prepare the two bowls for breakfast. While he waited for the coffee to brew, Tommy went to the bathroom 


to empty his bladder and splash his face with some water after washing his hands. He looked at himself in the 
mirror, trying to decide if he needed to shave the whisps of hair that were valiantly trying to grow into a full 
beard across his jawline. He pulled a face at himself and ran his wet fingers through his hair in an attempt to 


tame the unruly curls into some kind of acceptability. 


"C'mon, Dad," Tommy yelled again as he walked back to the kitchen. "Breakfast. | got work today and Mrs 
Pickering is expecting you." The coffee had finished so he poured two mugs and added cream and sugar to one, 
as his Dad liked it. He sighed, wondering why his father was taking so long this morning. He picked up his Dad's 


cup and walked to the bedroom door and knocked again. 


"Dad?! It's me, Tommy," he called out. "Are you okay? Do you need a hand with something?" Some days his Dad 
was dressed and ready to go before Tommy was and there were other days that David forgot how to even 
get dressed. 


He turned the knob and opened the door expecting to see his father either still in bed or sitting on the end of 
the bed staring at something that only his broken mind could see. What he hadn't expected to see was the bed 


remade and no sign of his father. A heavy, sinking feeling had settled in his chest, however. 


"Dad?!" he said, checking the closet just in case he was curled up in there as he had been once before. Tommy 
set the coffee down and checked under the bed, just in case, but apart from the dust bunnies, it was clean. He 


dropped his forehead onto the carpet and groaned. "Shit! Shitshitshit!" 

Tommy pushed up from the floor and frantically searched the rest of the small apartment and, predictably, 
came up empty. He raced to the front door and, noticing it was left unlocked, he mentally kicked himself for 
not double-checking the locks before he fell asleep. 


Wrenching open the door, Tommy raced down the hallway to Mrs Pickering's apartment on the off chance that 


his father went there. He banged on the door and waited, hearing the elderly lady's voice call out in response. 
"Mrs Pickering, it's me, Tommy," he yelled through the door and waited again. 


"Tommy?!" she exclaimed as she released the locks on her door. "What's wrong, dear?" she asked, peeking out 


from behind the door. 
ls my dad here, Mrs Pickering?" he asked. 


The door opened wider and the sleepy woman shook her head, "No, dear. | haven't seen him since | took him 


home yesterday. Has he had an episode? Did he not take his medicine?" 


"His meds container was empty so | assume he did,” Tommy said as fear and worry settled into his bones. "He 
was a little off last night though. Damn it..l-l fell asleep and.and | didn't hear anything. | should have stayed 


awake longer. | should have-." 


"You need sleep too, young man," she scolded him. "Otherwise, you'll run yourself into the ground and end up in 
the ER and what would happen to David then? Now..go check with the other neighbours while | get dressed and 
if you come up empty, then we'll call the police." 


The door was closed in his face before Tommy could thank Mrs Pickering properly. He blinked at the door a 
few moments before doing as he was told. Banging on every door of the small complex, none of the other 


neighbours had seen David and Tommy even checked around the buildings on either side and across the road. 


A few hours later, after his search and the police had done their door-knock of the neighbourhood, Tommy 


was left alone to pace the small apartment. Fear and worry battled for supremacy within him. 


The fear for his father's safety won out by sheer magnitude but the worry was a close second because he'd 
had to call the job he was supposed to be working today to explain the situation. They weren't happy and told 
him in no uncertain terms that if he couldn't make it in tomorrow, then don't bother coming back. Without 
knowing the outcome of the search for his father, he knew that he'd probably end up losing another job that 
he really needed if he was to be able to pay their next rent. 


He wanted to scream into the mouthpiece for his boss to go fuck himself but instead, he grit his teeth 
together, said that he understood and thanked the man for his understanding before calmly disconnecting the 


line. He leaned against the wall beside the phore, receiver still in hand and sank slowly to the floor. 

Tommy let his head fall back against the wall with a thunk as the fear that he'd kept at bay all morning finally 
broke through. He pleaded with all the higher powers to keep his dad safe in one breath whilst cursing them 
for taking both of his parents from him as he hit his head repeatedly against the wall, unaware that he'd 


started to cry, feeling useless, small and alone. 


After the tears had stopped and his raw throat begged for water, Tommy pulled himself wearily off the floor 
and replaced the receiver, that he'd still been holding, back in its cradle. 


The phone rang almost instantly. 


He snatched the receiver off its hook and brought it to his ear. "Lo?" Tommy attempted but his voice cracked 
breaking the word in two. He cleared his throat and tried again, "Hello?" 


| have something of yours," a deep voice growled over the line. 
"Huh?!" Tommy squeaked. "Listen, man, if this is a prank call, you can-" 
"Oh, you're missing something, Tommy-boy,” the voice oozed and Tommy couldn't help the shudder that zinged 


down his spine at the tone of the voice. Like an invisible force that infiltrated his body aurally, seeping into 
him, binding with his soul and heating his blood. "He's about so tall, grey hair, wears glasses..." 


"Dad?!" Tommy gasped with relief. "Shit!" he swore, hitting his fist against the side of his head in a vain 
attempt to get his brain working. "Where are you?" Tommy asked. "Who are you?! Is my dad safe? Is he hurt?" 


"Slow down on the Q and A, little boy," the voice purred. "Daddy-dearest isn't going anywhere just yet. There's 


been damage involved and | want restitution for that damage." 

"Damage?! What kind of damage?" he asked. It was not like his father to wilfully break anything even on his 
worst days. David had always drilled it into Tommy as a young child that he didn't have the right to break 
someone else's property because it didn't belong to him. 

"Well..there's a matter of a bullet hole through my antique door," the voice said. Tommy noted the change in 
tone, almost cold, calculating and it sent a shiver racing up and down his spine again, however, this time it 
wasn't so pleasant. 

"How did my 53-year-old father put a bullet hole in a door?" Tommy asked through his teeth. He knew his 
father normally wouldn't have touched any firearms but in his fragile state of mind, Tommy couldn't 
guarantee anything..especially if his father was scared and confused. "Please..l'll come get him now and pay you 


what | can for the door. He's...you obviously read the card..he's not a well man" 


"Hmm," the man on the other end of the phone grunted. "We read it. And we found the money but twenty 


dollars isn't going to cover the cost of repairing my door or getting the blood stain outta my carpet!" 
"Blood?!" Tommy yelped, suddenly feeling squeamish. "Dad's?!" 

"Hmm," the man hummed noncommittally. 

"Gimme the phore, Sixx," Tommy heard another voice say. "You'll scare the kid" 


"Am | scaring you, little Tommy?" the first voice crooned before the noise of the handpiece being forcibly 


removed from one hand to the other had Tommy pulling the earpiece away. 


"Put some clothes on, for Chrissake," the second voice grumbled. "Hello! This is Doc McGhee. Are you David's 


son? Tommy?!" 

"Yes! Where is he? Is he hurt? Can | come get him?" Tommy's words rushed out, fuelled by relief 

"Settle down, kid," Doc said. "We have a situation here at the moment. Your dad has a minor flesh wound" 
"What the actual fuck?!" Tommy screeched. "What hospital is he at? | need to see him. He needs me there 
"Well, ya see..." the man on the phone hedged. "He's not at the hospital.and he won't be going just yet" 


"Why the fuck not?!" Tommy snarled. "He's not well. Mentally, | mean. He needs to be in familiar surroundings.” 


"He's fine," Doc replied. "We patched him up and he's sleeping soundly at the moment. Sixx had some sleeping 
pills and we gave him one." 


Tommy almost dropped the receiver. "I want to see my father," he growled. "Where is he?" 


| can't tell you that at the moment,” McGhee said, his volume increasing over Tommy's groan of frustration 
"You see..you're dad broke into my clients property and there was a case of mistaken identity. Now..the thing 
is, my client wants the damage paid for..and a little, let's say, a little punishment meted out for the break and 


enter." 
"No! No way," Tommy barked. "My dad has demential He wouldn't have known that he was at the wrong place." 


"Who is Voula?" the man asked. "It seems he was looking for this person. He thought this house was where 


he'd find her." 


Tommy whimpered slightly and leaned heavily against the wall once more. "Ahhh, Dad," he mumbled sadly, 
scrubbing his hand over his face. "That..thats my mom," Tommy said. "She..she died when | was ten. Dad's 
mind couldn't take it and it broke a couple of years later." 


“Tough roll of the dice, kid," Doc said. "Unfortunately, the repair bills will be..hmm..upwards of five hundred 


dollars." 


"Five hundred dollars?!" Tommy squawked. "l-l don't..| don't have that kind of money," he exclaimed. "l'm the only 
one working and all | do is stock shelves in supermarkets, bus tables and wash dishes. | can barely keep us fed 


after the rent and utilities." 


There was a tussle over the handpiece again at the other end The other faceless person must have been 
listening to the conversation as the man's velvety-smooth voice, with a slightly nasal tone, came through the 
line. "Daddy-dearest can work it off then," the spokesperson said and Tommy felt the slimy darkness slide down 
his spine once more. "He stays here until the debt is repaid. Or | call the police right here, right now, and have 
him charged with trespassing and stalking!" 


Tommy imagined the man as all kinds of horror melded into one ghastly beast. 
"He-he can't work," Tommy tried to explain. "He's only lucid part of the time. He needs constant supervision" 


"SOMEONE NEEDS TO PAY!" the beast roared down the phone. 


"Okay! Okay. HHI do it!" Tommy stammered. "I'll work for you..instead of my father. Please..don't hurt my dad," 
he pleaded softly. 


He needed his dad just as much as his dad needed him. He wasn't ready to take on the world alone just yet. He 
never knew his mom's family since she was the only one that had moved from Greece to the United States 


and his dad's family, being older, were either scattered across the country or deceased. 


"What kind of job do you want me to do?" Tommy asked. "And how..how long do you expect me to work for 


your" 

The beast hummed and said, "Until | say so." 

"NO!" Tommy yelped. "I have paid work to do. | need those jobs to pay the rent. We've got nowhere else to go” 
"That's a shame, lil Tornmy-boy,” he replied. "| guess Ill call the co~." 

"Wait! Please,” Tommy begged. "Ill need to sell my drums to pay this week's rent. | need to-" 

"You're a drummer?" the beast asked, his tone changing completely. 

"Yeah," Tommy said. "They're my only possession apart from my clothes and some stuff of my mom's. 

"Are you any good?" 


"Well..| dunno," Tommy hedged. "If | say yes, that makes me sound conceited. I've been in a couple of bands 


while | was still at school. But whats that got to do wi-." 


"Doc!" the beast yelled and then the ensuing conversation was muffled as though a hand was placed over the 


mouthpiece. 


"Seems like this is your lucky day, kid," Doc's weary voice came back on the line. "Firstly, call off the police 


search for your dad. Tell ‘em he's safe." 
"How did you know?" 


"We seen it on the local news report," Doc replied. "Secondly, pack up your kit, kid. Get it over here somehow. 


And thirdly-." 
"But how am | supposed to do that?" Tommy interjected. "I don't have a car." 


"Then how do you get-?" Doc started. "Forget it. Just organise your shit, kid, l'Il send a truck in two hours. Oh, 
and your rent will be paid for a month. After that month, we'll renegotiate." 


"But..my jobs..Mrs Pickering..?" Tommy's mind was going a million miles an hour. 


"Not my problem, kid," Doc said. "I'm under instruction to tell you the deal that stands now. He doesn't pay me 
enough to speculate on the future. You got two hours, kid. Oh, leave the nosy neighbours out of this, huh?! Or 
things won't go so good for you.” The line went dead in his hand. 


~ Ke 
Nikki POV 


Nikki sprawled in his favourite chair after handing the phone back to Doc. It was a high, wing-back, antique- 
type piece that he'd bought at a goodwill store and carried home. The frame had been painted in a dark gold 
paint that that worn off over time and the upholstery was a threadbare maroon velvet. It made him feel like 


the king of his domain when he sat in it. 


His manager hung up the phone and leaned heavily on the edge of the hall table on which the phone sat. He 
turned and stepped into the living room where Nikki sat picking at his nails with his switchblade. 


Today had turned out to be a huge bummer. He'd been tripping nicely until his paranoia had set in. But it had 
and he'd seen and heard things that he should have known weren't there. Now he had bullet holes, blood stains 


and someone sleeping in his spare room, all that shouldn't be there. 


"What the fuck are you thinking, Sixx?" Doc exclaimed, throwing his hands out. "What sick game are you playing 
with these people's lives? A man with mental health issues and a kid! At least if you're going to fuck around 


with someone's life, make it one of your junkie friends." 


"You're the one that keeps hounding me to get my act together and find a drummer," Nikki shrugged. "So..l 


found one." 
"You don't even know if he can play, for fuck's sake!" 


"Does it matter?" Nikki replied, inspecting the cleaning job on his nails. They'd become long, broken and dirty, 

perfect for both scratching at his track marks and the subsequent infections in the same spots. "I've fulfilled 
my obligation, which releases you from yours with the record company," he said. "Plus | get a serf until | tire 
of having him and the old man around. l'm sure they can be useful around here somehow." He swirled his hand 


around in the air, indicating his castle-like home. 


"What about Mick and Vince?" Doc asked. "Shouldn't they get a say in who joins the band? They lost Robbie 


too. 


Nikki launched himself from his throne and lunged at the small, rotund man and held the point of his knife to 
his throat. Looming above him, Nikki breathed, "That name is never to cross your lips again or I'll slice them 

off" Nikki's upper lip twitched into a snarl and he saw the hint of fear in the older man's eyes. Nikki's nostrils 
widened and he sniffed the air as though scenting the fear. 


He huffed out a mirthless chuckle before he turned away from the man. "Good to know | can still make you 
shit yourself, Doc." He returned to his chair and dropped regally onto the seat, crossing his legs. He looked his 
manager up and down and said, "The band is mine and the other two will do as they're told. As will you. Do | 
make myself clear?" 

"Yes, asshole," Doc snarled. "You're a fuckin’ prick, you know that, Sixx?! 

"I know," he replied with a cock of his eyebrow. "Now be a good boy and go do what you need to do." 

"Which is?" 

"Get the fuckin’ kid and his drum kit here," Nikki said, "and gimme my next hit. My head's about to explode." 
we 


Tommy POV 


Tommy was left in the driveway of the imposing house, his treasured drums lay in pieces just outside the 
garage door. He wasn't sure what to do. He couldn't immediately see anyone and he didn't want to leave them 


to go to the front door, in case someone was watching him, ready to steal them, or worse, him. 
His life had taken so many twists and turns over the years but this latest development took the cake. 
After Tommy was left with the silent receiver, he took a long while to decide if he should follow the orders or 


not. He knew he couldn't leave his dad in a strange place either, so he rang the police to let them know that his 


father was found and to thank them for their help with the search. 
They were the easy ones to convince. Mrs Pickering wasn't so easily satisfied, however. 


He told her that his Dad had been found by friends but because he'd injured himself slightly, Tommy didn't 
want him to leave there, so Tommy was going to stay with the friends while David recovered. That also 
explained why their apartment was going to be empty for a few weeks but the rent would be paid, in case the 


landlord was looking for him. 

"Thomas Bass," Mrs Picking said, "I think | Know you well enough to see that youre hiding something" 

‘Llm sorry, Mrs Pickering," Tommy said. The older woman had become a maternal influence in their lives and he 
hated having to lie to her. He just hoped that both he and his father would be back here one day soon. 'I-I cant 
say anything more but..." 


‘Just be safe, Tommy," she said, gripping his hands tightly. "Ive grown fond of you both" 


He had to believe that this stranger was telling the truth and that he hadn't just fucked up the only housing 
alternative he and his dad had. He had to believe that this person did indeed have his dad and wasn't just out 


for some sick and twisted game. 


He was contemplating these things when the garage door started to roll upward, revealing a pair of loafers to 
start with. Legs clad in crumpled pants appeared next before a rather rotund belly came into view. When the 
face appeared, it matched the rest of his body and it didn't surprise him that the man, who seemed to be of 
a similar age to his father, was partially bald. 


Suddenly Tommy had a surge of anger and he lunged forward, ready to risk his own life to save his father, 
knocking the man to the ground. 


"You asshole," Tommy yelled. "Where's my father?!" He started pummeling the older man in the face and 


wherever he could reach as they rolled around in the garage doorway. 

"Get off mel" the man yelled, trying to defend himself from the blows. "It wasn't me!" 

Tommy felt an arm go around his neck and he was pulled up into the stratosphere with a mighty roar from 
his assailant. Propelled against the solid brick wall of the garage with such force that the wind was knocked 
from his lungs, Tommy was turned and pinned to the wall by the strong arm and he finally got a look at the 
beast that held him. 


Glazed, wild green eyes stared at him from beneath a layer of black, matted and spikey hair. His lips were 
curled up, exposing sharp white teeth and the fetid and foul breath puffed into Tommy's face. 


Tommy could feel every breath and muscle twitch from the man-beast from how close he was pressed 
against him, sandwiching Tommy between two walls. One was the brick-and-mortar type..the other was all male 
muscle. Tommy's eyes widened slightly when his frantic mind became aware of movement below waist level. 
The man-beast didn't bat an eyelid but the snarl shifted into a smirk briefly and his tongue slithered around 
just behind his parted teeth, snake-like, before he growled, "Little boys shouldn't fight unless you want to be 
punished." 

"l-I want to see my father," Tommy stammered as he tried to shift beneath the weight of the man. 


"Sixx, let him go," the older man said. 


The green eyes barely flicked to the man before coming back to settle on Tommy again, making him squirm. 


"Not until he's apologised and cleaned up his mess. | won't tolerate mess in my house." 


The older man snorted in derision. "That's rich coming from you, Sixx!" 


The man-beast, Sixx, exhaled aggressively. "And you're pushing your luck, Doc. Or do you want another hole in 
your neck from my knife?!" He pointed his tongue and, turning Tommy's head to the side, licked his neck from 


shoulder to ear, finishing with a low hum of appreciation against the shell of Tommy's ear. 


Suddenly, he pushed away from Tommy and stalked toward the door, unconcerned about the state of his body. 
Tommy freely gulped in a lungful of air, touching his throat to ascertain if anything was broken 


"Get this mess cleaned up," Sixx sneered. "Set the ground rules, Doc, before taking him to the old man. I'll be in 
my room. Do not disturb me!" he growled and disappeared through the doorway, leaving Tommy to face Doc. 


~ Ke 


‘Cause When | Got A Taste Of You 
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‘Cause When | Got A Taste OF You 
Tommy POV 
Tommy stayed crouched on the floor, his head buried in his arms until Doc stepped over to him. 


"No time to fuck around, kid," Doc said, extending his hand to Tommy. "You want to see your dad..then you 
gotta get your kit inside. You can set it up later." 


Tommy looked up. He didn’t hide the fact that he'd just been crying. "I'm..'m sorry | hit you," he mumbled. 


"You got quite a punch on you, kid," Doc replied blandly, apparently ignoring Tommy's apology. "It might come in 
handy one day. Go on.start bringing your stuff in and I'll explain the rules around here." 


Tommy gripped the man's hand and pulled himself up. He dusted off his pants and stepped back out into the 
sunshine. Stooping to collect the thick rug he normally had on the floor in their garage, Tommy asked, "Am | 
setting up to play or just moving it all inside?" 


‘I'd have it ready to go," Doc said. "Knowing Sixx he could ask you to play at the ass-crack of dawn and if 
you're not ready..well, let's just say Today was just a small taste of what would happen" 


Tommy sighed, nodded and flicked the old rug out, opting to set it up against the wall he'd been leaning against. 
Working to see his dad and with years of practice of setting his kit up time and time again after the shows his 
old band had played, Tommy had his kit set up in less than thirty minutes. 


While he worked, Doc spoke. "Sixx is an interesting character. I've had the fortunate or unfortunate task, 
depending on which personality he's wearing on the day, of dealing with him for a couple of years now. If you 
follow the rules, this whole debacle should be over with quickly. The more you piss him off, the longer he's 
gonna dig his heels in and keep you both in his version of hell." 


"And whatever you do," he continued as he leaned against the doorframe watching Tommy walking back and 


forth, "do not go into his bedroom, invited or not. Its not worth the nightmares afterwards." 


"Why would | wanna go into his bedroom?" Tommy asked even though the thought sent an unexpected thrill up 


his spine. The man's erection against his hip earlier was unforeseen but not horrifying. 


Tommy was no sweet and innocent kid when it came to sex. He'd experimented from an early age, finding 
gratification within and from the warm bodies that he sought out. In a bed, in a car, in an alley, up against a 
wall..wherever it felt good and with whoever he found attractive. Hard or soft, slow or fast; it was the human 


connection Tommy hunted down. 
"When Sixx is in one of his..moods," Doc said ominously, "he'll barely set foot outside of his closet let alone his 
bedroom. Oh and don't worry if you hear things that go bump in the night," he said in what Tommy suspected 


should have been a frightening voice. "It ll just be Sixx." 


"You're making him sound like some deranged monster," Tommy said as he tightened the last of the nuts with 


his drum key. 
"Half of that is right, anyway," Doc muttered. "Are you going to test them out now?" 


Tommy shook his head. "No," he said, brushing his pants off and slipping the drum key into his pocket. "| wanna 
see my dad. I've kept my side of the agreement. It's time to keep yours." 


"Last time | looked, he was still sleeping," the short man said. 


"| don't care!" Tommy exclaimed, stepping out from behind his kit. "| wanna see my dadl" He collected the two 


duffle bags from the driveway. He'd only packed the bare minimum so that he could fit all his father's 


medications into the bags. Tommy had hoped that they'd only be there a couple of days at the most. 


"Finel" he said and headed for the internal door that the mysterious Sixx had disappeared through. "You can 


leave your bags there." 
"Nol" Tommy insisted. "I can't afford to have dad's meds go disappearing.’ 


‘Suit yourself," Doc said and hit the button to close the main garage door, plunging them into semi-darkness. 


"This way." 


Tommy followed Doc up the stairs to the main level of the house. Tommy wasn't too surprised when he saw 


the decor; it screamed of a vampiric medieval castle. 


Dark, blood-red walls and heavy furniture were either littered carelessly around the place or artfully arranged. 
The large television, sound system, amplifier and bass guitars clashed harshly against the obviously designer- 


created decor. 


Thick deep maroon drapes were drawn so that only the slightest amount of sunlight showed around the edges 
casting long slices of light over the vestibule's black and white tiled floor. Fancy wall sconces and elaborate light 


fixtures accentuated the overall Bram Stoker-like effect. 


"Living room and dining room are there," Doc pointed to his left. "Kitchen beyond that. Sixx's rooms are on the 


other side of the living room. Bathroom to the right, here and-' 
"Where's my dad?!" Tommy growled 

"| was gettin’ there, kid” Doc said. "Follow me" 

They passed the main bathroom and continued toward the back of the house, to a closed door. 


"Now, before you get your panties all bunched up..this," he said, brandishing a key, "was for your father's 
safety. It was my idea, not Sixx's." He unlocked the door and pushed it open, standing back and allowing Tommy 
to pass him. 


Tommy rushed into the room and saw his dad lying in the middle of a large bed and he almost collapsed with 
relief even though he looked as though he was dead. He'd lost a little colour and someone had perversely 
crossed his arms over his chest. If it weren't for the rise and fall of his belly, his father would appear, for all 
intents and purposes, dead. 


Tommy dropped the duffle bags and rushed to the bed and took his dad's hand. It was warm, if not lax in grip, 
which comforted him a little until his eyes landed on the missing sleeve and blood stains on David's shirt and 


his heart lurched a litle. 


"Dad!" he said, gently chaffing his father's hand and chest to rouse him. "It's me, Tommy. Voula’s son. Your 
son" There was a slight movement of his father's mouth, and to Tommy, it looked as though he was trying to 
form his wife's name but no sound came out. 


Tommy inspected the bandage a little further and, even though it was roughly done, there seemed to be no 
seep-through which could only mean that the bleeding had been stopped. "You cleaned this properly?" he asked, 


glancing over his shoulder. 


"| did," Doc nodded. "Despite what you might think..we're not completely heartless. Sixx is a prick but there's 
extenuating circumstance behind that. It's not my story to tell but suffice to say its all self-inflicted” 


"And here | was thinking that was just his scintillating personality," Tommy snarked back without raising his 
eyes from his father. 


"Well..if you're going to be here for a while," Doc replied, "you'll probably be on the receiving end of that 
scintillating personality regularly. At least it'll get him off my back!" The final sentence petered out to a 
mumble. 


"| didn't catch that," Tommy said. 


"What?!" the man asked, clearly hedging away from whatever it was he'd said. "Ah, listen, kid, | need sleep. I've 
been here since..well, since your Dad..um, sooo, I'm gonna head home. Sixx should be holed up for another 
couple of hours so," he shrugged, "I guess make yourself at home. You can use the other room. Not sure what 
food is in the house..let Sixx know you'll need an allowance for groceries and whatever else you need" He gave 


Tommy a brief, uncertain smile before tossing the key to the bed and turning toward the door. 


"Wait!" Tommy exclaimed, snatching the key into his hand. "What do you mean by we'll be here for a while? 
What exactly am | supposed to do?" 


Doc looked toward the other side of the house and dragged his hand across the back of his neck. "I dunno, kid. 
That will be up to how generous he's feeling..and that's liable to change with the wind. Good luck, kid. My 
number's on speed dial but l'm sure you'll be fine." And with that comment, the dumpy little man left a 
bewildered Tommy sitting beside his father. 


Tommy looked around the room, finally able to concentrate on something other than his father and the man 
called Doc. The room was done in dark wood panels, which Tommy guessed to be oak, and covered the lower 
two-thirds of the walls, the remainder of it was wallpapered, with large black roses on a deep burgundy 
background. 


"Sheesh," he muttered to himself as he rose from the bed, slipping the bedroom door key into his jeans pocket 
with his drum key. "Dramatic, much?!" He walked to the window and threw open the drapes, flinching back from 
the sudden burst of light from the outside. "Fuck! This guy must be a fuckin’ vampire or something," he 
muttered. 


"Who's that?" his father's timid and sleep-rough voice came from behind him. Tommy turned and rushed back 


to the bed. 

"You're awake," he said with a relieved smile. "It's just me.. Tommy. Do you remember me?" 
"You're my son," David said. "Of course, | remember you." 

Tommy closed his eyes briefly and nodded. It was a lucid moment. 


"Where am |?" he asked. "Has Mrs Pickering redecorated? Why does my arm hurt?" David touched the bandage 


and winced in pain. 

"No, Dad," Tommy said, helping his father to sit up by stuffing more pillows behind him. "This isn't Mrs 
Pickering's. This is..this is a friend's place. You walked here, | think, and you got hurt," there was no use in 
explaining any further, "so we're just staying here for a little while so that you can mend." 

"Oh..okay," his father replied meekly and Tommy knew that the lucid moment wasn't going to last long, 
"Are you in pain, Dad?" he asked. 

"No," he said with a frown. "Where are we?" 

"Um..Sherman Oaks, | think," Tommy offered. 

"But..how did | get here?" 

"| don't know, Dad,” Tommy sighed. 


"Where's your mother?" he asked, his voice hopeful and loving. 


Tommy closed his eyes and grieved for the moments of clarity that were becoming fewer and fewer. "Mom's 


with YiaYia, Dad. Remember?" 


"Oh! Okay," David nodded, gazing out of the window that looked over the back garden. "She's late. | should go look 


for her." 


"Not just yet, Dad," Tommy said, hoping to stop him from pursuing that errant train of thought again. "Are 
you hungry? Thirsty?" 


"Yes!" his father replied eagerly, trying to get out of bed until Tommy stopped him. He didn't want to be in the 


kitchen with his father in case Sixx found them, even though Doc had said to make themselves at home. 


"Why don't you stay here, Dad," Tommy said. "You're still a little wired.| mean, tired, from your big adventure." 


"I am?!" he asked, looking at Tommy for the answer. When Tommy nodded, his father said, "Oh, okay. I'll just 
sleep then" 


"Good idea, Dad," Tommy replied and settled him back into the bed. "When | get back, I'll have some food and 


something to drink for you. You need to take your medicine, too." 
"Okay. Then we'll go look for Voula. She's the prettiest girl around, you know?!" 


"| do know, Dad," Tommy smiled. The only good thing that had unexpectedly come from his father's condition 
was that he got to relive his parent's courtship albeit a lifetime from when it actually happened. His father 
was so in love with his wife and Tommy could only hope that his Mom had loved his Dad just as much. 


David smiled up at him but Tommy knew he wasn't seeing him as his son but rather as a friendly 
acquaintance. His father turned onto his uninjured side and closed his eyes. Tommy waited until his breathing 
had evened out before venturing toward the door. He closed it behind him and, regretfully, used the key Doc 
had left behind to ensure his father didn't go wandering any further. 


Tommy peeked out from the small hallway into the vestibule before scurrying over the harlequin tiles to the 
kitchen. As much as he would have loved to explore the living room with its eclectic assortment of furniture 
and scattered piles of books because the shelves that were designed to take them were filled with vinyl 
records, he thought it prudent that he steered clear of that space for the moment. 


The kitchen was large with all modern appliances, including a dishwasher that lay open and empty even though 
the counters were littered with used plates, glasses and mugs and not to mention the innumerable amount of 
old pizza boxes, empty bottles of booze and Chinese containers. Tommy wrinkled his nose in disgust as he tried 
to find some clean glasses for some water at least, for his dad's medications. Without thinking, Tommy started 
packing the empty dishwasher as he moved around the kitchen 


"What are you doing?" Sixx's voice was suddenly behind him. 

Tommy jumped and almost threw the mug he had in his hand, out of pure instinct, toward the voice, stopping 
just in time. The man, Sixx, was propped indolently against the door jamb even though Tommy could have sworn 
he was right behind him. 

"Fuck! You scared me, man!" he groaned, placing the mug carefully into the rack before he dropped it. 


"And | asked you a question, whelp," Sixx returned. 


"I was looking for a couple of clean glasses," Tommy said. "But | couldn't find any and | just. dunno..started to 


clean up a little." 


"What's wrong with using dirty ones," he asked. His green eyes hidden behind the matted fringe of hair were 
now sleepy-looking and a little glazed over. The man was obviously high. Tommy knew all the tell-tale signs. 
Especially now that he was able to look at the man more thoroughly. 


His long black hair was lank and matted, his skin had an unhealthy pallor to it and his face was gaunt, blemished 
slightly with the shadow of a beard coming through and dark circles beneath his eyes. 


His body, although too skinny, was pleasing to Tommy. Broad shoulders and almost hairless chest tapered down 
to a thin waist. He had a sleeveless t-shirt on, back to front but rather more than he was wearing earlier, 


showing off a single black rose tattoo. 


A pair of shorts that had seen better days but clung magically to his protruding hip bones completed his 
attire. But it was the thick protuberance pushing at the thin material that caught Tommy's eye as his gaze 
travelled down the man's body to his meaty thighs. Tommy unconsciously licked his lips. 


"See something you want, Tommy-boy?" 


"Huh?!" Tommy said, pulling himself back from his wandering imagination. "N-no. Sorry." He turned back to the 
sink to continue loading the dishwasher, willing the blush that he felt rising up his neck and face, to disappear. 
"Um..how long will you keep us here?" he asked. "Like..what do you want me to do? You know, to pay off 


this debt" 


Sixx looked him up and down and shrugged. "Whatever takes my fancy at the time, | guess. But you're off to a 
good start so far," he said, pointing to the open dishwasher. 


He turned to leave when Tommy said, "Wait! Um..is there any food in the house? Dad hasn't eaten since last 


night. He needs to take his meds with food." 
Sixx sighed and rolled his eyes. "I'm sure there's something somewhere." 


Tommy shook his head. "I've searched all the cupboards. What do you eat?! Or do you live on pizza and 
Chinese?" he asked rhetorically, brandishing an empty carton as proof. The man just stared at him as though 
eating food was a foreign concept to him. "Well, am | at least allowed to go get some groceries? Or am | under 


house arrest too?!" Tommy tossed the box back amongst the trash on the counter. 

"Fuckin' Doc," Sixx muttered and disappeared from view, returning a few moments later with a handful of cash. 
He tossed the bills on the counter and said, "There's a grocery store a few miles from here. The old man 
stays here as insurance." 


"You have my two most treasured possessions," Tommy said. "I'm not leaving here without either of them." 


"Eh," Sixx shrugged and prowled around the kitchen to stand in front of him. "Everyone has their price, 
Tommy-baby." Sixx's mouth twisted into what could be described as a sly smirk as he tucked a lock of hair 


behind Tommy's ear. "Half the fun is finding out what that price is." 


As much as Tommy hated what Sixx had implied, he was confused about the reaction his body had when he 
was called Jommy-baby. Their eyes met and Tommy could have sworn that his brain short-circuited at the 
same time that Sixx's smirk faltered slightly. 


Sixx turned abruptly and stalked from the kitchen. "Go get your precious food, little boy," he tossed over his 


shoulder as he headed for his bedroom again. 


Tommy blew out a shaky breath. What the fuck was that all about?! he wondered as he grabbed the money 
from the counter in case it magically disappeared. He hurried back to the bedroom where his father was and 
unlocked the door. 


Tommy breathed a sigh of relief to see that his father was sleeping as he normally would rather than the 
immobile rigour that he was in before the sleeping pill completely wore off. He sat on the side of the bed and 
brushed his fingers through his father's hair, just as his father would do to him when he was a small child. 


Tommy fought back a moment of panic, knowing that this disease had significantly shortened his father's life. 
He had no idea if his dad would ever see him settle down with a partner. Or if kids ever came along, would his 
dad even remember that he had grandchildren, let alone his own child? 


He checked the time and figured out that he was running out of time to get to the store. He hadn't even 
figured out how he was going to get there yet, though he did recall seeing a bunch of keys in a fancy bowl on 
a table in the vestibule. Tommy wondered if there were any car keys in there to match the beat-up little 
sedan he'd noticed parked in the farthest corner of the garage. It made no sense to Tommy why such a car 


sat beside the sleek black sports car but none of this whole crazy day made any sense. 
"Dad," he said, gently shaking David. "Dad, can you wake up for a moment, please?" 


His father gasped a little, staring wild-eyed up at Tommy. "What?!" David said, blinking rapidly. "Who?! What do 


you want?!" he demanded. 
Tommy held his hands up and said, "It's okay, Dad. It's just me, Tommy." 


There was a moment of blankness behind his father's eyes before he said, "Go the fuck away! Can't you see | 
want to sleep, asshole?!" 


It was Tommy's turn to blink His father didn't usually call names let alone swear, so he must have picked it up 
from the short time he'd been here alone. "Y-you can go back to sleep but I'm heading out to the grocery 
store. I'll be back as soon as | can, okay?" 


David humphea, and punched the pillow a little before closing his eyes again in an obvious dismissal of the 


person sitting on his bed. Tommy sighed sadly but stood up. At least he had the key to the room and didn't 


have to worry about his father wandering around the house or escaping outside. 


"Bye, Dad. I'll see you soon," he said before closing the door behind him and locking it, slipping the key back into 
his pocket. 


Tommy headed straight for the vestibule table and the bowl of mysterious keys, pens, coins and other bits 
and pieces of Sixx's life. Finding a set of two keys that Tommy suspected belonged to the junkyard car, he 
battled momentarily with his conscience about taking the car but he reasoned that he didn't know the area and 


it would be quicker than walking there and back, especially since his father was way overdue for his medication 


"What can he do anyway?" he muttered to himself as he trotted down the stairs to the garage. "Call the 


cops?! Then try explaining the old man locked in the bedroom to them, asshole." 


He unlocked the car and found the remote control for the garage door before settling behind the wheel, 
adjusting the seat to suit his lanky frame. The car started easily and it wasn't long before he was heading in 
the direction of Ventura Boulevarde, knowing there'd be some kind of grocery store along there. 


The old car ran well considering its state of disrepair. It was as though it had been kept mechanically sound 
but the exterior looked as though it had been left behind, time-wise. It looked a little out of place in amongst 
all the newer, sleeker, shinier models in the car park but Tommy locked it up just as securely as though it 


were just as valuable. He had been taught to respect others’ property as though it were his. 


Tommy completed the shopping promptly, having mastered the art of making what little money they had, 
stretching as far as possible and still walking away with change. He loaded the bags of groceries into the trunk, 
climbed into the car and headed back toward the house and his father, driving carefully to avoid any unwanted 


suspicions. 


He breathed a sigh of relief when he pulled into the house's driveway and hit the button for the garage. The 
door rolled up and Tommy drove the car back into place, killed the engine and climbed out. He locked the doors 
before retrieving the bags of groceries from the trunk. Deciding that he couldn't take it all in one trip, Tommy 
left the least critical bags on one side of the stairs before walking up with all the perishable goods. 


He walked into the kitchen, not expecting to see anyone, and came to a dead stop when he saw Sixx and his 
father sitting at the table together. Sixx had his father held by. the wrist as he repeatedly stabbed at the 
table between the splayed fingers with a switchblade knife. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" Tommy gasped quietly. 


"Look, old man!" Sixx said with forced cheer, not even glancing Tommy's way. "The prodigal son returns." 


"Dad?!" Tommy asked, fumbling to put the bags he was carrying onto the closest surface. "Are you okay?! Has 
he hurt you? How did you get out?" 


David turned his face up to Tommy, his eyes slightly unfocused. "We're playing a game," he said in an almost 
childlike voice. "Hs fun. | have to stay very, very still or | get hurt: 


"And you don't want to get hurt, do you old man?" Sixx commented. 
"Nooo00," David agreed compliantly, with a shake of his head. 
Tommy's eyes flicked to the younger man. He clenched his teeth together and growled, "Let. Him. Go." 


Sixx's green eyes seemingly oozed from his concentrated vision of the knife to Tommy as he embedded the tip 


of his knife into the wood with a vicious stab, miraculously missing David's vulnerable hand. 


Pouncing with such speed that Tommy didn't have time to react, Sixx was in front of him, gripping his jaw in a 
painful hold and pushing him awkwardly against the counter making the grocery bags topple over, spilling the 


contents everywhere. 
"HOW DARE YOU!" he screamed. "Who fold you that you could take the car?!" 


"How else was | supposed to get to the store and back?!" Tommy challenged, his mouth barely able to form 


the words due to the grip on his lower jaw. 
"It wasn't yours to use!" the man snarled. "Nobody uses that car!" 


"How come?" Tommy challenged. His jaw was aching from the pressure of Sixx's fingers. "It's just a beat-up 
piece of shit," he added. Tommy was confused why the little sedan was causing such a visceral reaction in the 


man, though nothing about the past day or so made any sense either. 


"| smell your fear, little boy," Sixx growled, baring his teeth and snapping them together, ‘and / like it.” His 
tongue ran over his teeth menacingly. "Thieves don't deserve a reason. Thieves deserve punishment! Are you 


into punishment, iittle boy?" 


"Let me go," Tommy gasped. Somehow he'd wrapped his hands around Sixx's wrist in a vain attempt to get the 
brunette to let go but it was near impossible. "I'm not a little boy either, fucker! Unless you're into that kinda 
shit? Are you?!" 


Sixx spat in Tommy's face and stepped back, giving Tommy a hefty push away from him and sending him 
sprawling on the floor. Sixx staggered back from where Tommy lay, turned to retrieve his knife from the table 
and stalked back to his room. 


Tommy wiped the spittle from his face with his t-shirt but stayed on the floor to pull himself back together. 


He was also a little embarrassed that he'd become more than a little turned on by their captor. 


"Are we still playing the game?" David asked innocently as though the altercation in front of him never 
happened. 


Tommy sighed and dropped his head back against the cabinet. "No, Dad," he said, wearily. 

"But it was fun," he lamented. "I was very good at staying still. Nikki said so." 

"Nikki, huh?" The name was too cute for that horror show, he thought to himself. 

"Yeah," David nodded. "He's my new friend. This is his house. We can't touch anything though." 


With a silent plea for strength, Tommy stood up, collecting the spilled groceries from the floor. "I gotta get the 
other groceries from downstairs, Dad. Don't move, okay?!" 


"Just like in the game?" 

"Yeah, Dad," Tommy nodded sadly before leaving the kitchen once more. 

He brought the last of the bags up and set them on the table in front of his father, giving him the small task 
of unpacking the items to put away into the pantry or the fridge whilst he moved swiftly to load the rest of 
the dirty plates and utensils into the dishwasher, turn it on and tidy up the rest of the mess. 

By the time they'd finished, Tommy had enough confidence in the cleanliness of the kitchen to be able to give 
his father a small snack, just enough for David to be able to take his medication, while he prepared the food 


for the night. 


Later that evening, once the simple meal had been eaten and a portion set aside in the oven for Sixx, or Nikki, 


as he now knew his first name to be, Tommy knocked on the door of the master bedroom. 

“There's some hot food for you in the kitchen, asshole," he shouted through the closed door. "I'm taking Dad 
out into the backyard for a walk" Without waiting to see if there was any reply, Tommy turned his back and 
returned his attention to David. 

Tommy was thankful that his father's medications were starting to take effect and even out his temperament 
and focus. They walked slowly around the edge of the grounds, making multiple circuits, as the sun started to 
sink in the sky and David started to tire. 

"Voula's not coming back, is she?" David asked toward the end of the walk. 


"No, Dad," Tommy sighed. "She's not. But she's watching over us." 


"I know," his father replied, stopping to look up at the night sky. "I miss her" 


"Me too, Dad," he said, placing his head on his father's shoulder. They stood there for what seemed like an 
eternity; invalid and carer, adult and child, father and son "C'mon, Dad. Let's get you showered and into bed, 
huh?" 


"Okay," David agreed blandly, slowly slipping mentally away from Tommy again. 


Tommy took his father's arm and led him across the darkened yard, back toward the house unaware of the 


green eyes watching from inside the house. 


Later, Tommy lay in the dark beside his father, not willing to risk him being alone for the first night, and 
thought about the man in the rooms on the other side of the house. 


He cursed his body for betraying him as the sea-glass green eyes filled his mind while he stared at the ceiling. 
Tommy had the gut feeling that Nikki, he really did lke that name, was hiding something behind the drugs and 


the anger, the disdain and snark. 


He needed a cigarette since he couldn't do what he wanted to do with his father snoring softly beside him. 
Tommy rose carefully, grabbing his cigarettes and lighter, opening the bedroom door and slipping out of the 
room before relocking it softly behind him. He padded through to the back door and out into the cool night air. 


Lighting a cigarette and watching the cherry end glow in the dark, Tommy flopped down into one of the outdoor 
chairs. He stared up at the sky as he smoked, letting the gentle breeze ruffle through his hair. It was a nice 


area, he thought, especially since the night noises did not consist of neighbourhood fights and police sirens. 


"The car belonged to my boyfriend," a now-familiar voice came from somewhere in the shadows. "He died..and 


its the only thing | have left of him." 


vo 


Hs The Thing In You That Feeds 


Author's Notes: 
Oh my goodness, you guys blew us away last week with all the amazing comments. Thank you so, so much! You 


all, rightfully, heaped a bunch of vitriol on this Nikki. 


But are you willing to possibly forgive or at least admit that there have been extenuating circumstances 


behind his current personality? | guess we'll have to wait and see. 
We look forward to reading all the comments this week! 


Take care and stay satel 
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Chapter 04 

Its The Thing In You That Feeds 

Nikki POV 

Nikki was surprised to see the boy come out of the back door. He was even more surprised to see him light 
up a cigarette, He assumed the good-looking brunette was too young to smoke but he looked too well-practised 


in it to be a novice. 


Nikki had been on edge ever since he'd accidentally shot the old man. He hadn't meant to do it, though maybe 


his smack-loving alter-ego had loved every minute of it. 

It was as though once that toxic, amber liquid entered his bloodstream some other creature took over his 
body, his mind..his soul. He became the blackest of black, empty, full of anger and outrage, spite and scorn, 
locking Nikki's true self away in an impenetrable cage, lest anyone get too close, close enough to hurt his 
tender, pulverised heart. 

‘Do you love me, Nikki?" 

"Yes. Completely. Desperately. And Im never letting you out of my sight." 


It was as though this creature that inhabited his subconscious, willingly wanted to destroy the meat suit it 
occupied ever since..ever since his world had obliterated into nothingness. 


‘lm sorry to inform you that..." 

He angrily pushed that thought back into the deep, dark recess of his mind. 

Nikki had still been a little high, brain synapses skipping and crashing into the wrong receptors when he had 
originally spoken with the brunette on the phone. He had been expecting some pimply-faced, little brat that his 
demon self would have no hesitation about eating for dinner. 

Instead, this tall, willowy brunette with soft hazel eyes, showed up and initiated great havoc in his head, 
between the beast and his natural self. There was something in this child that called to his true self and he 
couldn't allow that to happen..not again. 

"Hi handsome." 

"H; yourself." 

‘Did you know | can read your future by looking at your palm? 

"k that right?!" 

‘Sure. Let me see your hand" 

‘So what do you see?" 

‘Me..in your bed" 

Nikki had to think of him as a child and not a man to keep his beastly urges under some type of control. 

He couldn't take another innocent young life and still keep some semblance of sanity. What had happened had all 
been his fault and he deserved to live in this self-imposed hell for the rest of his days. 

"I said GET OUT!" 

"But, Nikki, | didn’t." 

"YOU CHEATED..AGAIN..and with your fucking ex?! After everything he put you through?!" 


‘Baby, please..you gotta believe me! He threatened fo hurt you if | dant- ." 


"I fold you last time there would be no more chances. Hl never be able to forgive you..and maybe..maybe, this 


time, | don't want to. Youre dead to me." 


"Nkki-baby, please..." 


"Get. Out!" 


When Nikki first laid his eyes on the boy, Tommy, his world stopped. It was as though he'd been caught in a 
time and place between realms, between life and death, the moment time ceased to exist before the black 


hole-like structure vacuumed everything into its centre. 


He'd been happy..well, if happy was a good description of his existence..wallowing in his pain, grief and self- 
flagellation. Nikki had pushed all but the necessary from his life, choosing only the few that could aid his self- 
inflicted torture. 


A few junkie friends, coz who wants to shoot up and dle alone, right?! His dealer, Pete, who always had the best 
of the best, and Doc. He was the most important of all, unfortunately. 


Doc was his comptroller, his banker, and his manager. Doc was also his only link to the regular outside world, to 


the boys in his band, if he still had a band, and one of the few that knew the whole story. 


Nikki hadn't been able to help himself in the garage earlier. The primal need to feel, touch and taste had 
overwhelmed him..so he did. He also instantly regretted it. That long, slow lick had him craving more, as much 
as he craved his drugs when he was strung out. Sex had only been a physical need that Nikki indulged in 
occasionally these days. He hadn't craved it since that fateful day that he lost his will to live. 


And it scared him. 


He fled upstairs under the cloak of anger and disdain. He locked his bedroom door in a vain attempt to lock 


down his panic over how much the young man had affected him. 
‘NikKi..um..the police found Robbie's body..." 


But it wasn't just the physical beauty of the young man. It went deeper than that. And that's what scared him 
the most. 


And he ran. He ran away from that temptation. Physically he ran away to the comfort of his bedroom closet, 
his drugs and rigs within easy reach, hidden amongst the piles of clothes that never made it into the hamper 


or onto hangers. 


He groaned mentally when he remembered Tommy's eyes dragging over him. The way his mouth had fallen 
open slightly, his tongue touching his bottom lip. Nikki couldn't have gotten out of the kitchen fast enough, 
retreating to his room once again. Except for this time, he didn't reach for the needle and spoon. This time he 
reached for himself, searching for that nothingness in another way, one that didn't involve injecting toxic 


chemicals into his bloodstream. 


"Yes..keep going..tuck, that feels so good, baby..." 


"Do you love me?" 
| love..fucking you..." 
‘Not what | asked! Do you love me?!" 


"Yes! Yes! Fuck, yes! 


Mentally, and emotionally, he hid behind the blissful distortion of nothingness that the cocktail of drugs 
afforded him. But even the bumps he took, chasing down that elusive Big Empty, couldn't hold back the 
fascination in the boy with the long, dark, loose curls that felt like silk against his fingers and the hazel eyes 
that held little fear, but anger in abundance when he saw him with the old man, in their subsequent encounter 


in the kitchen. 


That fear of being vulnerable again to someone and the surprise at how quickly his body had betrayed him at 
the sight of the boy, made him react sharply with slicing sarcasm and venom as his weapons as surely as his 


knife could have been. 


But when he had heard the car start in the garage below him, a cold wave of anger had washed over him, a 
film of red clouded his vision and he'd raced to the window to see the whelp taking without consent and using 
his property as though it was his own. He'd felt his fingertips curl against the wood of the frame and his 
jagged nails bite into the paint. 


‘hm getting Robbie's car towed to the nearest junkyard." 

‘NO! | want if!" 

"But, Nk-..." 

1 said... want../f!" 

Nikki had bellowed in rage at the boy's impudence, not caring to acknowledge that he'd given no thought as to 
how the whelp was supposed to get to the grocery store and back. Gripping the window frame, he'd used all 
his strength to shake it, causing the view out of the window to shimmer, matching his rage. 


If Tommy-boy could take something of his..then he would take something that belonged to the whelp. 


He'd shoved himself away from the window and stalked through his bedroom to the door, throwing it open with 
a crash against the wall behind it. With laser beam focus, Nikki marched across the living room and vestibule 


to the quest rooms. 


Nikki had expected to be able to open the door easily but found it locked He had rattled the knob and 
hammered on the door, growling in rage at being thwarted in his effort. He'd found himself racing into the 
kitchen and thoughtlessly sending cutlery and other utensils flying until he'd settled on a flat, blunt knife. 


Taking large strides, Nikki had found himself back at the bedroom door, using the knife to jimmy open the lock. 
He'd crowed with triumph when the lock sprung open and, using his foot, Nikki opened the door. 


"Get up, old man!" he said as he yanked down the covers. "We're going to get to know each other a little 
better," Nikki had snarled at the startled man before dragging him by the wrist into the kitchen and pushing 
him none too gently onto a chair. The old man was compliant albeit a little groggy from being woken 


unexpectedly. 


Nikki had pulled up a chair, sat down beside him and sent him his assassin's smile. It certainly wasn't a friendly 
smile in the least but by the look on the old man's face, it hadn't mattered because all he got in return were 


blank eyes. 


"Hello," the old man said, blinking as though he'd just been brought around from a trance. "What's your name? 


Where am I? Is this your house? It's very nice." 


It was then that Nikki truly understood the lack of comprehension from his house guest and it set him back on 
his ass, figuratively as well as physically, leaning back heavily in the chair. 


The conversation that had ensued between the addle-headed old man and drug-fogged young rockstar would 
have been one for the ages, as one was as equally disarmed by the other. 


He hadn't meant to be playing the knife thing using the old man's hand. He had been doing it to himself until... 
What was the old man's name again? Oh, right..David! 


„until David wanted to see how it was played. It was just unfortunate timing that had little Tommy-baby 
walking through the door at that point. 


Some confusing and extremely hard emotions suddenly rose to the surface and started warring within him. 
Rage, confusion, embarrassment and lust all coagulated in his veins, making his blood thick and sticky, choking 


him beyond reason and he reached for the only one that made any sense at the time, anger. Creating the 


perfect backdraft, the other emotions fuelled his rage and Nikki exploded. 


He couldn't remember leaping from his chair, nor the vicious impalement of his knife into the tabletop but he 
could recall with extreme clarity the moment his fingers touched Tommy's face, bringing with it lust, which 


stood proudly beside his anger. The combination of those two visceral emotions made Nikki lash out. 


He'd wanted to mar the face in his hand so that the attractiveness was no longer appealing, whilst battling 
against wanting to taste him, to consume him in whatever way he could. 


And yet again, it had scared him into running. 


That had been hours ago and Nikki had only ventured out of his room when he could no longer hear any voices 
or movement. He'd wolfed down the simple meal of spaghetti that had been left for him before retreating into 
his garden. 


He breathed deeply for the first time that day as he moved through the darkness to his favourite spot in his 
garden, a large daybed hidden behind a wall of jasmine vine. It was one of the few places where he could still 


find peace and solace for his soul. 
lt was so special that he vowed he would never soil the profound serenity he found there by being high. 


If he laid on his back and stared up at the night sky, Nikki could imagine himself rising from the platform and 
flying high with the stars. He was concentrating on his breathing and stillness when he heard the soft snick 
and hiss of the boy's lighter. 


Nikki blinked up at the sky as all his senses suddenly set to high alert. Unable to help himself, Nikki rolled to his 
side as silently as possible to peer through the vine as the boy.. 


No! Nikki's clearer mind thought, Man! 
Hot piece of ass, you mean, his obviously horny, devilish side added unnecessarily. 


„as Tommy, Nikki consciously thought, sat wearily into one of the wrought iron chairs, the legs screeched 
softly against the paving. 


With his heart and mind restful for the first time since the whole saga had started, and having used his time 
out in the garden for finding some clarity and acknowledging his failures, Nikki felt as though he needed to 


offer Tommy something of an olive branch. 


"The car belonged to my boyfriend,” he ventured, just loud enough for his voice to carry and he couldn't help 
the small, brief smile when Tommy almost fell out of his chair in surprise, whipping his head left and right to 


locate him. 
"He died! It's the only thing | have left of him." 


Nikki clutched at his neck, digging his fingernails into the tender flesh and feeling as though those words had 
lodged in his throat in an attempt to kill him for saying them out loud to a stranger. It was the feeling that he 
avoided at all costs and the only effective way he'd found to stifle them, to hide the words beyond anyone 


else's grasp, was to suppress them behind a dark veil of narcotics. 


"Oh," Tommy said, simply as his eyes continued to search for him. 


Nikki saw Tommy rise from the chair and step toward him. "Don't!" Nikki said, panicked. If he was going to tell 
his tale he couldn't bare his soul whilst being watched. "Don't come any closer. It's for your own safety, little 


one. 
"Stop calling me that!" Tommy growled. "Just how old do you think | am anyway?" 


It gave Nikki pause for thought. He wracked his foggy head for the answer but came up blank. "Young enough 
for me to call you kid," he said. "| dunno..fifteen, sixteen?" 


"I'll be eighteen in October, asshole!" 
Nikki exhaled deeply, silently, letting the shudder that ran down his spine, thrill his other senses. 
Not as young as he looks. 


The same age that Robbie wa-..shut that thought the fuck down, Sixx. 


| wanna know," Tommy's voice carried through the night to him, "how long you're planning on keeping us 


hostage here?" 

Nikki sat up, crossing his legs beneath him and leaned his elbows on his knees. He picked at his jagged nails as 
he considered his answer. "Well..like | said earlier today, that will depend on you." He heard the boy's grumbled 
curse before the angry flare of his cigarette end twinkled through the vine at him. 


Nikki was starting to get antsy again. He hadn't realised how much he valued his quiet time in the garden until 
now when he was forced to share it with someone. 


"What happened?" Tommy's voice filtered through the vine. 

"With what?" 

"Everything. Anything.” 

Nikki frowned. He knew what the cute younger man wanted but he wasn't sure if he wanted to let go of that 
tight hold he had on those memories just yet. Though something within him was telling Nikki it was okay to do 
so. He looked up at the sky and wondered if that feeling was coming from Robbie, telling him it was time to let 


him go, that things would be okay. 


Nikki shook his head violently against that idea. Instead, he resorted to snark again. "Well..do you want the 
theological version or the big bang theory?" 


Tommy's soft snort of amusement carried on the night air to him and it made Nikki smile even though it hurt 


his face to do so. It seemed too long ago that he genuinely smiled. 

‘Forget it, man," Tommy said. "You don't have to say anything. | get it. Um." Nikki heard the scrape of the 
chair and he looked up in time to see the boy sruff out his cigarette in the ashtray, "I'm pretty beat. | think 
lIl call it a night." 

For some reason, Nikki was disappointed that Tommy was vacating the garden so soon. Nikki opened his mouth 
to stop him but he couldn't get the words to come out. He snapped his jaw closed at the same time as Tommy 
closed the door behind him. 

Nikki groaned softly and lay back again, throwing his arm above his head and his other hand rested on his belly. 
He was so confused and not the type of confusion that came with the toxic stuff he shoved into his body with 
reckless abandon. 

He closed his eyes, shutting out the twinkling stars against the night sky above him, floating in time and space 


without a tether..only to open them moments later to the flashes of the press as he was escorted by Doc 


into the hospital to identify his lover. 


'Nkkil Is it Robbie?" 

"Nkk; what happened?! Was it a gang hit? An ex-lover? Suicide?" 

"Nkk; what will become of the band now? Wil the band go on?" 

'Nkkil Can we get a quote for the morning news?" 

"God damn reporters!" Doc growled as he ushered Nikki forward. "NO COMMENT!" 

Well. they'd definitely made it into the papers. Just not in the way Nikki had hoped or wanted 


He would give anything not to be there. Nikki wanted to hide away and wallow in his grief but since Robbie had 
no one else to advocate for him, it fell on Nikki's shoulders to identify his lover for the records. 


"This way," Doc said, guiding Nikki through the hallways. Every step he took closer to the morgue, shook him to 


his core. 


After Nikki had told Robbie to get out and that he was dead to him, Robbie had vanished off the face of the 


earth or so it seemed. 


A couple of days passed and Nikki had been feeling contrite about the argument so he searched for his lover 
everywhere; their neighbourhood of old haunts, the bars and clubs the band both played in and hung out in, on 
the streets surrounding the clubs, and even Robbie's ex, but no one had seen him. The police had been involved 


in the search from early on but had also come up empty-handed. 


Days melted into weeks and weeks changed into a month, then one became two. Nikki had shut down, physically, 
mentally and emotionally. The band had to cancel booked slots, which ate away at their reputation What small 
amount of fame and notoriety they'd earned themselves for being hard working and having their first album 
released, petered away. Nothing and no one could find the key to unlocking Nikki's misery. 


When the call had finally come in, Doc had been at Nikki's place along with his guitarist, Mick, and his lead 
singer, Vince; all of them trying to snap Nikki out of his depression. Nikki had heard the phone ringing but he 
chose not to answer. The only indication that he'd heard the phone at all was to cover his ears and curl up 


tighter into the ball he'd made of himself. 


The others just looked at each other until Mick sighed and rolled his eyes, "I guess I'll get it then," he grumbled 
and pushed to his feet. He crossed to the phone and picked up the receiver with a terse, "Sixx residence." 
After a one-sided conversation with the caller, Mick thanked them and hung up. 


"Nikki..um..the police found Robbie's body..," Mick said, softly, which was out of the norm for the gruff older 
guitarist. 


"Ah, fuck," Vince swore and Doc added his own epithet. 


As Mick recounted the conversation, Nikki's memory was playing their last moments together, on repeat, in full 
technicolour. All the hurtful words that were thrown at each other in anger and hurt, piercing their skin for 
the poison to leech into their bloodstream, the physical blows that were just as sure in their damage as the 


verbal ones; they all crowded out the good times until Nikki found them hard to find. 


Robbie had the sweetest smile and the most infectious laugh which is what had attracted Nikki to the 
drummer in the first place. His wicked sense of humour was so off-colour that Robbie had even made Nikki 


cringe sometimes. 


Physically, Robbie was compact and heavily muscled from years of playing the drums and working out in the 
gym. It was nothing for Robbie to hoist Nikki over his shoulder and carry him off to the bedroom. He had long, 
shaggy, sun-kissed hair that vacillated between a dark, dirty blonde and light brown depending on the light at 


the time and how much sun his California surfer-boy had indulged in 


Robbie's look was the complete antithesis of Nikki's, who preferred his hair dyed as black as pitch, ringed his 


eyes in kohl and insisted on dressing in mainly black or dark clothes. 


"Nikki?!" Doc called to him. "We have to go, man." 


Nikki looked up to see three expectant faces looking back at him. 
"We have to go," Doc said again. "The police need you to identify the bod-..um, identify Robbie." 
"You do it," he mumbled and curled back into himself. 


"Where the fuck have you been for the last hour?!" his manager snapped at him. "I tried that already, 


dumbass! | called them to see if | could but they want you specifically for some reason" 


An hour?! How had an hour passed already?! Though how had two months, one week and three days already 
passed since he'd killed Robbie?! 


He hadn't done it directly, of course, but it was most likely caused by his actions. 


Accusing him of sleeping around, calling him all manner of names before declaring Robbie dead to him and 


kicking him out of his house and out of his life. He had to face it; he had killed Robbie. 


Doc had argued the point of Nikki having to do his duty but still, Nikki refused to move or answer until Mick 
and Vince had simply had enough and left with a caustic, "We lost a friend, too, asshole!" 


Yes, they had, but Nikki couldn't deal with any more responsibility than he'd attributed to himself already. 
"Nik..c'mon, man," Doc pleaded. 
| can't," Nikki mumbled, hiding his head against his bent knees. "I can't move. | can't breathe. | can't think" 


Doc looked around the room as though checking that they were alone before he leaned over Nikki and said, "l 


can help you." 

Nikki slid his eyes toward his manager. "How?" he asked, blandly. 

"| know someone," he said. "He has all the goods to make you feel better, Nikki. Stuff that will make you forget, 
stuff that will make you remember, stuff to make you feel alive and stuff that will make you feel like you 
could sleep for a decade." 

Nikki's interest was piqued. "Whaddya got that'll bring someone back from the dead?" 

Doc smiled. 

A few hours later Nikki was upright. He was actually moving but it was with the aid of Doc's guidance 


otherwise he'd be a puddle on the floor. Even now he felt as though he was made of liquid. All the bones in his 
body had melted away with the first hit of that pure China white into his arm. 


Why didnt | try this sooner, he wondered foggily. Initially, he'd been violently ill as the chemical mixed with his 
relatively clean blood but then the sweet euphoria had infiltrated him down to the molecular level. He would 


have to remember to thank Doc for helping him out. 


He and Robbie were not immune to experimenting but they'd kept more to the party-style drugs on offer 
after the shows that were designed to keep them loose, happy and carefree. Nikki's prolific creativity stemmed 
from those episodes too, sometimes churning out pages and pages of lyrics and song ideas to be offered up to 


the others at some point in the future. But they weren't gonna cut it this time. 
He didn't want to be happy anymore. He didn't want to be carefree and creative. 


He wanted to shut down and never think again, never feel again. He wanted to take Robbie's place in the 


morgue. 


He deserved to be in Robbie's place. He was the one that kicked him out. Out of his band, out of his home, out 
of his life. And for what?! A little petty jealousy! 


Which is why Nikki had vowed never to fall in love again, to never even let someone get that close to him in 


the future. He never wanted to grieve for anyone again..and he didn't want anyone to grieve for him. 
He came to a sudden stop in the middle of the hospital hallway and Doc barrelled into him from behind. 


"For fuck's sake, Nikki,” Doc grumbled under his breath. "What's wrong?" he asked, the frustration clear in his 


tone. 


Nikki stood mute, staring down the hallway that seemed to run on psychedelically forever the longer he looked 
at it. It made his already sore head hurt even harder. He shook his head. 


"No." 
"Whaddya mean no? No, what?!" the smaller man grumped. 


"No, I'm not doing this," Nikki replied, turning on his heels which made his head spin in the opposite direction to 
the walls and floor that shifted sickeningly around him. He slumped a little against Doc. "I can’t do this!" he 


moaned. 


"Hey! Just slow down a little, kid," Doc said He looked around and dragged Nikki toward a supply room. "Want a 


little more help ?" he asked. "I made some extras..you know.,just in case.’ 


Nikki looked down at the dumpy manager and licked his lips, suddenly hungry for the kiss of the amber liquid 
being pushed into his vein again. He nodded once and Doc held open the door, standing back for Nikki to pass 
through first. 


Emerging from the small room a short time later, with Nikki more compliant after the top-up and leaving the 
used syringe and a bucket of vomit behind in the supply room, Doc herded Nikki onto their final destination 


They were greeted at the morgue by the technician and a uniformed police officer. 
"Mr Sixx? Mr McGhee?" the officer asked. 


Doc handled all the talking which was fine because Nikki didn't think he'd be able to open his mouth without 
everything, physically, mentally and emotionally inside him, spilling out onto the floor at the feet of the two 


strangers. 


"Yes. Doc McGhee," Doc greeted them both with an extended hand. "Our apologies for our tardiness in getting 
here. My client has been overwrought with grief and just needed some time to get himself together.” 


The excuse seemed plausible and was accepted readily, both the officer and the technician passing their 


condolences onto Nikki and Doc. 
"Do you know what happened?" Doc asked. 


"Mr Tremain," the officer said after checking his notebook, "was found beside his car, about thirty miles off 
Route 95 in the Desert Mountains, Nevada There seemed to be no foul play involved from any third party and 
officers found a suicide note addressed to Mr Sixx on the body of the deceased" The officer extended his hand 
toward Nikki, it held a crumpled and dirty envelope. 


Nikki looked down at the paper. Robbie's familiar handwriting swam in front of his eyes. He didn't want to read 
it, he wanted to tear it into tiny pieces and burn each piece individually but something in him was telling him 
that he couldn't do that just yet. He brushed his thumb over a dark spot, slightly crusted in dirt, instinctively 


knowing what had caused it. 

Read it, Nikki Robbie's voice floated into his head. Read it and keep it. Learn from it 

/ DONT WANT TO, he wanted to yell back to the voice but instead, he curled his fingers into the edge, making 
the paper crumple beneath the digits, and brought it to his nose. He wasn't sure what he was hoping to smell 
but none of Robbie's familiar, comforting scent lingered. 

"H-how..how did he do it?" Nikki managed to stutter out his question. 

"Mr Tremain had significant self-inflicted injuries," the technician said. "They were not consistent with life." 


"Was it..2" Nikki could barely get the words out, instead opting to force his fingers into a gun shape. 


"No," the kindly technician replied. "From the type of injuries and the implement found with him, it seems Mr 


Tremain bled out from knife wounds." 


"Oh" That was all that Nikki could manage to say. 

HE. WAS. A. COWARD! 

Something dark and ugly screamed viciously within him and Nikki felt a ghastly chill overcome him. 
It felt..monstrous..but also comforting, and protective. 


Nikki exhaled and allowed, no, welcomed the shadowy beast into his soul, shielding his wounded psyche deep 


inside, safe from any further hurt. 


~ Ke 


Hs The Other Side Of Us 


Author's Notes: 
**TRIGGER WARNING** This week's chapter mentions sexual assault, self-harm and suicide. 


So it seems that beastly Nikki had earned a fraction of redemption in last week's chapter. 
Let's see if we can extend that redemption a fraction more, shall we?! 


| must say a huge thank you from both of us for all the comments and reads. They really make doing this 
worthwhile. 


Also a big welcome to new readers too! Very happy to have you here. 
Enjoy.. 


J 


Chapter Five 
Its The Other Side Of Us 
Nikki POV 


Nikki woke up as the first rays of dawn started to taint the sky with deep purple hues and the stars lost just 
a little of their shine. He was chilled and damp; the product of falling asleep outside in his little corner of the 
garden. It wasn't the first time he'd done it and it probably wouldn't be the last. 


Suddenly he was assaulted by his dream; his living, breathing, daily nightmare. It was coming up to two years 
since he'd last seen Robbie's face and it was no surprise to Nikki that he'd dreamed of the day he had to go to 
the hospital to identify his lover, friend and bandmate. His empty stomach lurched at the memories made all 


the more vivid by his dream. 


The bile rose in his throat with lightning speed, burning the delicate membrane on its way up and Nikki only had 
moments before he turned his head and spewed into the bushes beside him. He retched a few more times 


before his stomach had rid itself of all its contents and he lay back gasping for breath. 


"Fuck!" Nikki swore softly. He wasn't sure if being sick was the result of the nightmare or from becoming dope 
sick but he knew that the only way to prevent it from becoming worse was to start the day right, even if 


that meant moving his aching meat suit from its resting spot. 


Clenching his chattering teeth together, Nikki forced himself into a semi-standing position, wrapping an arm 
around his middle to stave off any further cramps until he got himself inside the house and into his room. 


He passed through the back door and into the empty kitchen Flashes of the young brunette sitting at the 
table invaded his head but it wasn't enough to stop him from clattering past kitchen chairs and sending them 
skittering across the floor slightly as he wobbled toward the living room and the master suite beyond 


Shutting his bedroom door behind him, Nikki flicked the lock and pushed the closest piece of furniture across 
the door for good measure before moving into his sanctuary; the closet. The need to read Robbie's letter shot 
through him and he started the search for it. Nikki had placed it in a box, unread, along with a few other 
items from that time that he'd kept but he just had to remember where he'd put the box. 


The ordered chaos of his closet exploded into a riot of colour and textures as Nikki pulled mounds of clothes 
off shelves and hangers to end up in a pile on the floor until his fingers landed on the treasured box at the 


back of the highest shelf. He pulled his hand back as though the box had burned him. 


With determination, Nikki exhaled and touched the box again, pulling it closer to get a better grip on it. Bringing 
the box close enough to grip it with both hands, Nikki picked it up reverently before collapsing to the floor. He 
leaned wearily against the closest piece of furniture and stared at the small wooden box. He brushed his 


fingers over the carvings of the moon and stars on the top. 


The box itself held no value; it was just a market stall purchase made one day before..well, before. At the 
time, he and Robbie had been wandering through the markets and Nikki had shown an interest in the carvings. 
It had been Robbie who went back to buy it for Nikki, so it seemed appropriate that he kept the memories of 
Robbie hidden within its familiar wooden depths. 


He hadn't looked into the box since the day he closed Robbie's memory in there; the unopened letter, an almost 
empty bottle of aftershave, his hairbrush, a cheap silver ring that Nikki had given him out of the blue one 
day, along with other random pieces that Nikki could no longer remember why he'd kept. 


Nikki's heart was pounding and he was cramping up again. He needed to deal with that before he could open the 
box. He needed that shot of liquid courage. Placing the box on the floor between his legs, Nikki slid a hand 


behind the dresser he was leaning against and found his supplies of rigs and drugs. 


Working quickly to prepare the syringe, Nikki dug out a belt or a scarf, he couldn't tell what it was, and tied 
off his arm, holding the end of the fabric securely in his teeth. He needed the beastly strength and courage 


the narcotics would give him to be able to face opening the wooden box. 


He growled in frustration when his veins refused to cooperate and show themselves quickly. He pumped his 
hand to speed up the process until he got too impatient and aimed for an old stick mark, hoping the vein 
beneath had repaired itself since it was last used 


It wouldn't be the first time he'd just shoved the sharp metal point beneath his skin on various points of his 
body because his arms were a mess. His lowest point had been when he was reduced to contemplating using 
the heavy vein on his cock; he'd done it in the end because he could find no other way and he had 

been desperate . 


Exhaling in relief and anticipation as the needle slid beneath his skin with a sharp prick. He pressed the plunger 
down and released the hold on the fabric he held between his teeth. He pulled the empty syringe from his arm 


and relaxed back against the dresser, closing his eyes to the welcomed respite from the real world. 


He'd become so indoctrinated into the world of his beast that he didn't think he even knew who the real Nikki 
Sixx was anymore..and even then, that wasn't the real name of the human born of an erratic mother and a 


future absentee father. From his earliest memories, his name had been something to hide behind, not live with. 


When sweet oblivion receded somewhat and consciousness started again, Nikki blinked slowly awake, orienting 


himself into the here and now, and he cautiously took a mental check of his body. 


Heart rate; way too fast but not out of the norm for him after a hit. Muscle cramps; eased, though his 
stomach still hurt like a bitch. Could be attributed to the lack of food since he'd left what stomach contents 
he had, back in the garden. Chills, he was way too warm now but that could be caused by the massive pile of 


clothes he now found himself half buried in. Mouth and throat; parched like the desert that Robbie-. 
Robbie. 


He remembered..and it was ugly. But something compelled him to push forward, to face the spectre that 
haunted his every waking moment, every sober moment. Nikki had never felt this compulsion to confront 


Robbie's ghost head-on before and it confused him more than the drugs did. 


Once Doc had slid that first hypodermic needle into his arm, Nikki hadn't willingly been sober since. The darker 


side of him was vigilant, always wary of anyone getting too close, forever snapping and snarling. 


But something was confusing his beastly, narcissistic side, making it pause to consider and question the 
distorted view of its world. Nikki doubted he'd ever submit to whatever it was and expose his vulnerable 
underside to the mysterious aura that was infiltrating him. 


Nikki fumbled for the box with shaking fingers. He flipped the small brass-like clasp open and lifted the lid, all 
without actually looking at it. The familiar scent of Robbie's aftershave filled the closet, hitting Nikki like a 
punch to the gut. He flinched and moaned in a delayed response as the tears bit harshly behind his eyes. 


"Fuck you, Robbie," he cursed. "God damn youl" he hissed. "Why?! Why the fuck did you do that ?!" 


It was the one thing he couldn't comprehend and that was the biggest impediment preventing him from putting 
Robbie to rest. 


He had never found the courage to read Robbie's letter. So why did he feel compelled to read it now? What 
had changed so suddenly?! Something prickled within him, trying to draw his attention but he chose to ignore it, 
to push it back down deep as his fingers touched the envelope. 


He shifted to his side, curling his frame around the box as he lifted the unread letter out. He ran his finger 
over the torn flap where the police had opened it on the day they found Robbie. Time hadn't faded the dried 


blood stains on the envelope, just deepened the hue somewhat, turning the red into a rusty brown. 


Nikki placed his thumb over Robbie's bloodied print and exhaled shakily. It was as though he could feel his ex- 
lover's energy vibrating from the paper. Dragging his other hand over his face, Nikki swallowed heavily against 
the emotions that were bubbling up. He licked his dry lips and wished that he had something to wet his 
parched mouth and throat with. Water would do, but alcohol would be even better. 


Nikki wasn't sure how long he sat staring at the envelope but it called to him to take the next step and to take 
the page out. With a shaky breath and determined but trembling fingers, he pinched the page through the 
ragged opening and drew it out. 

Scanning the page quickly, the handwriting swam in front of his eyes while he vainly attempted to get his brain 


to start processing the words. He closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose for a moment, opening 
them again and finding the words had taken on some clarity. 


Nkki-baby 


If youre reading this then it means that I finally did something right and I have paid the ultimate price for my lapse 
in judgement. 


| never wanted to hurt you or disappoint you. | love you. You are my world Then one stupid, STUPID fucking 
mistake and my world fell apart 


/ am so very ashamed of myself. So ashamed and so sad about the way | hurt you. lm so sorry, my love. 


How could | have done this to you, the man of my hfe, the one who brings me all the happiness in the world? 
Please, Nikki, forgive me. 


| don't know what took hold of me... 


Like a fucking idiot, | had too many drinks! | wasnt thinking and got carried away with Michael, without even wanting 


to. | want to explain 


The night that you and Mick were writing, | got bored so | headed out to a bar for nothing more than a drink or 
two. But two turned into four and four into six. I knew Id had enough and was about to leave..but then Michael 
turned up..with his posse..and "insisted" | stay and have a drink with him for "old time's sake’ 


| tried to leave! Honestly, | did..but then Michael..Michael said all this stuff about wanting me back and when | said | 
was with you now..he said that he could "take care of Nikki’. He had that look in his eyes, the one Id seen every 


time he threatened me previously. 
Then | started to feel weird | think one of his "boys" probably slipped something into my drink and..and | found 


myself unable fo speak or barely move. Michael 'helped" me to his car, drove back to his place where he..well, 
thats when the photos were taken and sent to you 


"Nol" Nikki gasped, horrified at what he was reading. 


"NO!" he yelled, louder this time, the simple word bounced off the walls of the small space. His heart was 


hammering ferociously within his rib cage. 


"Michael, you fuckin’ cocksucker! lm gonna fuckin’ kill youl" he screamed in rage. 


ft was stupid and I have no excuse for what | did | can't even process it, thats how much | dont understand it and 
hate myself for it! 


You are the only one in the world who counts for me, nothing and no one else is more important in my eyes. | 
tucked up, | really did, but | never had any feelings whatsoever for anybody other than you. Ever. | wish you were 
in my head in my heart so that you could understand that it meant nothing, really nothing to me! 


| dont know which one of us is unhappier right now. | know | never felt so many negative emotions all at once: 


shame, regret, remorse, sadness.. 


| put myself in your shoes and imagine how ripped apart you must feel right now. Im so angry at myself and need 


you to forgive me. 


! love you so much Nkki | so much want us to be in each other's arms, and for all of this to vanish! But its not 


going To, is it? 


| wanted to take the world by the balls..together. 

| wanted fo go to fancy restaurants with you and laugh over our bad French or Italian as we ordered, go on 
vacations and see the places we'd spoken about, see movies together and snuggle in the darkness, laugh until it hurt 
and walk in the sunny streets, my hand in yours. | wanted us to grow old together. 

l love you more than anything in the world! Without you in my hife, | no longer have a goal, | am empty. 


| don't know any other way out of this mess.. 


Ím petrified with fear about what Im about fo do but your sadness is my death My death is the penance | will 
pay 


Nikky, forgive me, forgive my stupidity and I wish | could erase your pain as this knife will take mine away soon 


| know it will take time for your wounds to heal but when it does, | want you fo live your life to the fullest. | want 
you to be happy. 


| am prepared for my purgatory..however long it takes. Your happiness will set me free and allow my soul fo rest 


in peace. 
So one last tme, | love you, Nikki, until the end of tme. 
Sorry 

Sorry, my Love. 


Robbie 


Nikki crushed the paper in his fist and bellowed out his rage and anguish. With a sudden influx of energy, he 
kicked the dresser, toppling it to its side and sending things that had remained untouched earlier, skittering to 
the floor. 

Why had he been so fucking stupid not to have read this letter before now?! 


Because you're a whiny, self-centred, motherfucking prick, you asshole! 


"FUCK!" he screamed again. Breathing heavily, Nikki moved into the bedroom and let his beast loose amongst his 
treasured possessions. He upended furniture and ripped the bedding and curtains to shreds. He punched and 


kicked at the walls, denting the wood panelling and bloodying his hands in the process. 


"Robbie, baby..ch god," he mewled as he collapsed to his knees in the middle of his destroyed bedroom. "What 
did | do?! Why didn't | listen to you?! You tried to tell me..but | killed you instead." 


Nikki sobbed, burying his face against the carpet and his arms around his head. Loud, wracking sobs of pent-up 
grief and anguish that had finally been acknowledged and set free. 


He was so far into the cathartic release that he barely heard the persistent pounding on the door or the 


rattling of the locked door handle. 

"Sixx?! Are you okay?! Sixx! | can't get in. Do | need to call I? Or should | ring Doc?!" 

"GO! AWAY" 

we 

Tommy POV 

It was the almighty bellow of rage that initially woke Tommy up with a start. He sat up in bed and looked 
around trying to remember where he was as the crash of something heavy being thrown against a wall 
somewhere in the house, along with another howl, made him jump in fright. But it was his father's small, 
terrified whimper that brought everything into clarity. 

"Dad?!" Tommy turned to see David sitting up against the bedhead with his hands over his ears. 

"Make it stop," he said. "Make the monster go away." 


Its okay, Dad," Tommy said as he left the shared bed. "I'll go see what's happening. You stay there, okay?!" 


David murmured something and Tommy took it as his agreement. He opened the door and listened for a 


moment. The noise seemed to be coming from the other side of the house; more accurately, Sixx's bedroom. 


"Fuck!" Tommy swore softly, closing the bedroom door and taking the precaution of locking it behind him. He'd 
slipped the bedroom door key onto a necklace that he wore so that he didn't have to worry about losing it. 


He padded across the shadowy house, jumping with every new shout or thunderous crash until he stood 


outside Nikki's door. 
He raised his hand and knocked, "Sixx?! Are you okay?!" 


He knocked harder, trying the doorknob after a particularly gut-wrenching wail, and yelled, "Sixx! | can't get in. 
Do | need to call Il? Or should | ring Doc?!" 


"GO! AWAY!" 


"Jesus!" Tommy said, jumping back from the door. "Whatever, man! Die, don't die, get help or don't. | don't give 
a fuck. Just keep it down, you're scaring my Dad, okay?!" 


The trouble was, he dd give a fuck That wasn't just a high-gone-wrong type of tantrum. That was something 


deeper, more visceral, primal. 


And Tommy knew exactly that kind of pain. He'd been the one screaming his agony into the abyss at his 


mother's death and his father's diagnosis on more than one occasion, 
The anguish had been unbearable at the time. The unjustness of it all 


Hadn't he, and his father, paid a high enough price in losing his mother, and his father's beloved wife? Tommy 
often wondered what crime they'd committed in life, past or current, for them to deserve the punishments 


they'd been dealt. 


The sobs inside the room had turned into groans and Tommy sighed sadly, placing his hand against the wooden 
door, inadvertently touching the bullet hole. He drew his hand back as though it had burned. Tommy shook his 
head at the inexplicable pull he was feeling toward this stranger, who insisted on keeping him and his father in 
some kind of fucked up hostage situation. 


Turning away from the suffering behind the door, Tommy headed back to the bedroom where his father was 


and unlocked the door. 
"Dad," he called out. "It's just me. Tommy. There was no monster." 


"No monster?!" David clarified. Tommy stepped into the room further and saw that his dad was still huddled up 
against the top of the large bed 


"No," Tommy replied as he went to the window and threw open the curtains to let the early morning light into 


the room. He tried looking for Nikki's hiding place from where he stood but he couldn't distinguish anything. 


"It was Nikki making the noise. He must have had a bad dream or something." He had to keep the excuse simple 
for his father to understand. "How about we get dressed and I'll make some pancakes for breakfast? Then | 


might go downstairs and do some drum practice. | haven't done any in a long time." 


"Nikki is my friend,” David said, finally making his curled body move to get out of bed. "Yes, | want to get 
dressed. Nikki needs me to be his friend" 


Tommy stood mute, watching his father fuss around the bed, straightening the sheets and bedding. He shook 
his head, throwing his hands up in frustration when his father nudged him out of the way. 


When his dad started getting out of his pyjamas, Tommy said, "Woah, woah, woah, Dad. Let me get your 
clothes out, okay?!" He reached for the duffle bags but his father was naked before he could even unzip the 
bag. "God damn it, Dad," Tommy swore softly as he pulled out clean underwear, pants and shirt and tossed 
them on the bed. "I just lost my appetite." 


David was aiming for the door and Tommy had to rush over to prevent him from leaving the room in his 


birthday suit. "Dad, you need to get dressed first," Tommy said, gently guiding him back toward his clothes. 
"| do?" David asked, looking down at himself. "Oh. Okay." 


By the time both Tommy and David were dressed and headed for the kitchen, the noise from Nikki's room had 
fallen to an eerie silence. Giving his father some odd jobs, keeping him occupied whilst he cooked, Tommy made 
a mental note of some things he noticed that he could do around the house that might satisfy Nikki's skewed 
version of paying off their debt 


He'd decided he could do some general maintenance around the place and heaven knows the place needed a good 
clean He'd even be willing to fix the master suite if he was allowed to but considering Nikki's attitude toward 


him, the man would be living in the remnants of his eruption of grief for a while it seemed. 


Tommy had just taken the last of the pancakes off the heat and turned to place the plate onto the table when 
he saw his father with a knife, about to attempt to replicate Nikki's game yesterday. 


"No!" Tommy yelped as David was about to plunge the knife downward. Even though it wasn't a sharp knife, it 
would still cause damage, especially to his father's thinning skin. "How about you use that to eat your pancakes 
with, instead of stabbing the table," Tommy said, placing his father's plate in front of him and pushing the 
maple syrup toward him too. 

"Did you make some for Nikki?" 

"Um..no," Tommy hedged, sitting down beside his father. "I don't think he's very hungry right now." 


"He needs some pancakes," David insisted. "Please can | order some more pancakes for my friend?" 


Tommy sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. "I don't have any batter left, Dad," he said. "He can have one 
of mine and one of yours. Will that be okay?" 


"That will be perfect. Thank you, young man," David said. "It's very kind of you to share your meal." 


Tommy gave his father a short, sad smile before rising from the table to get a clean plate, and cutlery, to 


put aside the food for Nikki. 


"Thank you," David said again and prepared both plates of pancakes. He then gathered up the cutlery and plates 
and stepped away from the table. 


"Hey! Where are you going, Dad?" Tommy exclaimed as his father left the kitchen 
‘lm going to eat with Nikki," David replied. "He's my friend” 


Tommy followed, leaving his breakfast on the table, and leaned heavily against the door frame as his father 
placed the two plates on the floor and sat down. 


His father knocked on the door and said, "Nikki?! Its your friend, David. | bought you some pancakes." His father 


looked over at Tommy and smiled. "The nice young man made them." 


The son returned the father's smile, even though it hurt to know that his father didn't know who he was at 
the moment. But David's happiness was paramount to Tommy and, for better or worse, David seemed to have 


taken quite a shine to the aggressive brunette behind the locked door. 
"l'Il bring your medication and juice in here, shall 1?" Tommy said. "And a juice for Nikki, too?" 
"That would be very kind of you," his father beamed up at him. 


Tommy nodded and stepped back into the kitchen to pour the juice and pop his father's tablets into an empty 
glass. He returned to his father and placed the full glasses on the ground with instructions. "Eat first, dad, 
okay?! Then take these," he said as he rattled the pills in the glass. 


"l'Il remember," David said with a wink and Tommy saw a flash of his father before the deterioration. It was 


the wink and then the smile he used to use when placating his wife about something he'd been tasked to do. 


Tommy nodded and rose from his squat, kissing the top of his father's head quickly before retreating to eat 
his now-cooled breakfast. Tommy put a pot of coffee on before he sat at the table. He stared at his plate for 
a moment. The appeal of the food had diminished but he knew he needed to eat just as much as his father did. 
Picking up his cutlery, Tommy made short work of the pancakes since there were less than he'd originally 


planned on eating. 


Stacking the used tableware into the dishwasher when he'd finished, Tommy poured himself a mug of coffee 
and grabbed a banana that he'd bought yesterday before leaving the kitchen. He stopped in the doorway of the 
living room and saw that his father had finished eating as well and the pills were gone from the glass. He 
hoped that this meant it was going to be a good day. 


"Dad?!" Tommy called softly. "Can you put those in the dishwasher?" he asked, pointing to the remnants of the 


meal. 


"Of course,” the older man nodded once. There was a flash of clarity in his gaze. "| can handle that. | don't need 


to be babied" 


Tommy held his hands up in surrender. "My apologies," he said. "I'm going downstairs to the garage to practice. 
Will you join me after you've done that?" 


"Practice? Practice what?" 


"My drumming," Tommy replied. This was not a new conversation Unfortunately, Tommy's practice had taken a 
back seat since David's diagnosis and loss of income. The priority had become living expenses and making sure 


there was food in the house, not the frippery of having spare time to practice his one true joy in life. 
"You're a musician?” David asked innocently. 

"Yes, Dad." 

"Oh! Can | play some?" 


"Sure! But you have to do your chores," Tommy replied calmly even though all he wanted to do was scream as 


Sixx had done earlier. 
"Okay!" 


Tommy waited a moment to see if his father was going to follow directions but chose to continue sitting 


beside the door. 
"Are you waiting on something?" 
"Yes," David said. "My friend, Nikki. He needs to eat. He needs taking care of." 


Tommy gave his father a non-commital hum and a final admonishment about wandering anywhere but down to 
the garage and left. He stopped at the front door first, to scout out the entrance and saw that even if his 
father did manage to get out the front door, Tommy would see him from the garage if he opened the main 


door. He checked that the front door was securely locked behind him before crossing the tiled floor to the 
stairs that would take him down to the garage. 


Turning on the lights, he placed his coffee and banana on the closest surface then hit the button to open the 
large door to the bright morning sun. Tommy stood in its warmth and breathed deeply, feeling a little less 


claustrophobic as he started his warmup stretches. 


He was actually looking forward to being able to take out some of his frustrations in his music. He sat behind 
his beloved kit and adjusted a few of the settings with the drum key he'd slipped into his pocket before leaving 


the bedroom. Picking up his sticks, Tommy ran through a few practice exercises, before letting his mind 


wander as he lost himself further and further into steady, regular beats that accompanied the music in his 


head. 


Eventually, feeling the need for a break, Tommy reached for his coffee first and then the banana, peeling it as 
he caught his breath. Hearing footsteps on the stairs, Tommy assumed it was his father coming down to join 


him as instructed. 


He had just placed almost half of the banana in his mouth, wrapping his lips around the circumference, when 


Nikki stepped through the doorway first, followed by his dad. 


The tall brunette cocked an eyebrow at him as Tommy drew back on the length of the fruit before using his 
lips to break the softness into two pieces. 


"Nikki," David said, unsuspectingly breaking the sudden sexual tension "This is my son, Tommy." David turned to 
Tommy and said, "I was telling Nikki about your drumming and how well you play. How proud your mother and | 


are of you.” 


Tommy, after giving the banana a quick chew, almost choked on the soft morsel but somehow swallowed it 


down under the brunette's intense scrutiny. 

His father's words of praise hit Tommy hard, bringing unexpected but grateful tears to his eyes. He stood, 
stepping carefully out from behind his kit and walked over to the others and hugged his dad fiercely. "Thanks, 
Dad," he whispered and closed his eyes when he felt his father return the hug, albeit briefly. 

"Show me what you got, kid," Nikki said hoarsely, drawing Tommy's gaze to him. 

Nikki looked rough with his dark, matted hair, damp from either sweat or splashing his face with water. His 
clothes were hanging from his skinny frame and his hands were bloodied and bruised after destroying his 
bedroom. His eyes were puffy and severely bloodshot with barely any hint of white showing through the 


redness. 


But one thing that Tommy did see in those stunning sea-glass green eyes was the challenge to him to say 


anything about his appearance and, surprisingly, no hint of shame. 

There was something else though. 

It took a while to work it out but it eventually dawned on Tommy that Nikki was stone-cold sober. 
And it was captivating. 


vv 


About The Lovers That Have Been 


Author's Notes: 
Hello, my lovelies... 


Here we are again Firstly, | want to say that I've been watching the destruction that Hurricane lan has been 
wreaking and | hope that everyone has stayed safe. As someone who has lived through multiple cyclones and 
major floods, | know exactly how scary it is. 


Esayel and | send hugs and love to those who have been affected. Possessions can be replaced, lives can't. 


Anyway, | hope this week's chapter can take everyone's minds off whatever problems they have at the 


moment..at least for a short while anyway. 
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About The Lovers That Have Been 
Nikki POV 
Knocking. Voices. No. A voice, singular, woke him from his exhaustion-fuelled nap. 


Nikki blinked to clear his eyes of the grit and pain but the lids refused to open. He flexed his fingers in the 


hopes that he could figure out where he was without using his eyes. 
Carpet. 


His foggy mind struggled with the most basic commands, like breathing and keeping his heart going. But he kept 
poking and prodding at it, forcing it into action which he instantly regretted once the memory of the 
letter.. where the fuck did that end up?.. came crashing back over him, forcing his mind to take in minute 


details. 


The carpet beneath his fingers, the spittle that had leaked from the side of his mouth to join the tears and 
the snot beneath his face, the pain in his knees from falling asleep whilst still kneeling, ass up in the air like a 


baby, and the aches and sting in his hands from the destruction they wrought. 


"Nikki, it's your friend, David," the voice from the other side of the door called. "I'm here to help you. | have 


some pancakes for you too." 


Nikki huffed out a small, sarcastic breath. 
Help me? No one can help me. Im beyond help. 
But despite his self-loathing thoughts, his empty stomach growled at the thought of pancakes. 


Shut up, stupid fucking stomach. Theyre probably poisoned They probably want you to fucking die after what 


you've done fo them. 
Nikki hummed softly, considering those ideas as his stomach continued to eat itself in hunger. 


Wouldn't that be a relief though? The answer to all your troubles and pain? To have matters taken out of your 
control To slide into the Big Empty and not have to think or feel ever again? 


knit that why you let Doc introduce you to Pete and his pure-as-snow China White? Isn't that why youre the 
addict, the monster, the beast that you are today? 


"Shut the fuck up," Nikki growled to the annoying voices in his head. He rolled stiffly to his side and forced his 
knees and legs to stretch out. Everything hurt; legs, knees, feet, arms and hands but most of all his heart 
hurt the most. Especially when he allowed it to recognise the truth of what had happened to Robbie. Nikki 


dragged an arm up to cover his eyes as fresh tears started to prickle behind them. 


"Nikki," David called again. "Um..| don't know if it was a bad dream that scared you. But | want you to know 
you're not alone. | have them all the time. Some days | think I'm still dreaming and I'm desperate to wake up.. 


but | can't." 


The older man's voice filtered through the door and into Nikki's sober mind, triggering something in him, 
drawing him in, comforting him. With a groan, he rolled onto his hands and knees again and crawled slowly to sit 


with his back against the wall near the door to listen a little more. 

"Some days are worse than others," David continued. "Some days | remember..my parents and friends..but 
most days | don't. The harder | try to hang on to memories, the slipperier they become. | hate this disease 
that | have!" 


Nikki heard a similar pain singing to the one he'd just tried to purge from his body. 


"The days that | remember my wife and my child and how much | love them..how much | want to hold them 


to me again. They're the hardest. | miss my wife desperately." 


Something was soothing about the old man's voice as he spoke of his family, even though, if Nikki understood 


correctly, he wasn't going to recall the conversation later. 


"She died, you see. When my son, Tommy, was only a boy. Do you know my Tommy? He's a very handsome 
boy, a very loving boy. He has his mother's smile and her eyes. | will love her until the day | die..whenever 


that may be." 


A husband's love and a father's pride. Nikki could only wish for those things from his sire and bitch, both of 


whom had disappeared from his life long ago. 


"Your breakfast is going cold, Nikki," David said. "Would you like to eat now? | will protect you from the 


monsters.” 
"You can't promise that, old man," Nikki said as his gaze took in the destruction in his room. 


| can try," David replied through the wall. "I can be your friend when you need me to be. | can try not to be 
afraid of you when I'm not altogether here." 


"Do | scare you?" Nikki asked, curious at the old man's candour. 


"Yes. Sometimes. But | know it's not the real you," David observed. "I know | scare Tommy some days. | don't 
mean to..| don't want to hurt him. | worry about what will happen to him when..when | meet my wife again 


He's going to be alone." 
"We're all alone at some point in our lives," Nikki replied reflectively. 


Reaching above his head, Nikki flicked the lock on his bedroom door and twisted the knob. He opened the door 
just enough to see the man's face watching him before he slowly pushed the full plate toward Nikki. 


"Eat, it will make you feel better," David said, his tone holding no judgement. 


Nikki reached hesitantly for the plate. He wasn't sure if his stomach, despite its grumbles, would hold down the 
fare. He cut a slice, laden with maple syrup and brought it to his mouth, ready to spit it out if he thought it 
wouldn't stay. But once his teeth sank into the light and fluffy morsel, surprised at how tasty it was, Nikki 


wolfed them down relatively quickly. 
"Feel a little better?" 


Nikki looked up to see David smiling at him and he offered a small sheepish grin in return. He was about to give 
his thanks when the crash of cymbals made him jump. 


"That's my Tommy," David said, rising from the floor. "Come. I'll show you-..oh, wait. We have to do our chores 
first," he said, almost childlike as he gathered his plate, utensils and glasses from the impromptu picnic 
breakfast. David stood waiting, looking down at Nikki expectantly. 


Nikki recognised the initial warm-up exercises, as they were similar to Robbie's before the regular beats 
increased in intensity and tempo, and complicated fills rolled beneath him. He had to admit he was curious now. 
He needed to see Tommy-boy in action because he would have never guessed that so much power could be 


coming from the scrawny, long-limbed boy. 
He's no boy. 


Nikki licked his lips at that thought and shifted wearily to rise from the floor. However, he found that his 
limbs had a problem holding his weight and before he knew it, David had placed his dirty items back on the 
floor and stepped into his room to help him stand. 


"Um..thanks,” Nikki mumbled, embarrassed that he'd needed help to stand. 


"That's what friends are for, right?!" the older man smiled, nodded and proceeded to pick up Nikki's plate and 
cutlery. "Do you have a first aid box?" he asked, completely incognizant that Doc had used one on his bullet- 


grazed arm. "| can clean up those grazes on your hands for you." 


"No," Nikki said, shaking his head. "No, it's okay. They're fine." They weren't but he needed the pain for the 
moment. It was the bruises and scrapes that were keeping him grounded for now. He would retreat soon 
enough, back to his den of destruction and rectify the pain but, for the moment, he felt it was important to 
stay as sober as possible. 


He let the old man witter on about anything and everything while they cleared their dirty dishes into the 


dishwasher, as expected, but his attention was drawn to the magic that was happening in his garage. 

Robbie had been a passable drummer, capable of holding a steady beat and playing rolls and fills appropriately 
for the songs the band had created but he didn't have anything like the flare of the young man beneath his 
feet. He was itching to get down there and witness the creativity for himself. 


"He plays good," he said to David. 


The old man beamed. It must be a good day, Nikki deduced as David seemed to know what he was talking 
about. 


“Tommy used to get the pots and pans out when he was a toddler and start bashing them around," David said, 
wiping the counter down. "It was Voula who encouraged him and bought him drumsticks when he was four. He 


would play all day and then have tantrums at dinner time when Voula needed the pots to cook" 


Nikki, with his hip cocked against the counter, smiled at the story. "Can we go watch? Or doesn't he like an 


audience?" 


"Oh! Of course, we can watch," David said. "I'll introduce you, also." 


Nikki opened his mouth to say that they'd already met but snapped his jaw closed. He was starting to get an 
understanding of the life that little Tommy-boy lived with his father. The old man was like living with someone 


with multiple personalities; you never quite knew who was going to be fronting at any time. 


"Come," David said, with a wave of his hand and walked out of the kitchen. Nikki pushed away from the counter 
and found David waiting at the top of the stairs for him. David allowed Nikki to go down the stairs first, as 
though he were a guest. Silence, apart from the final hiss of the cymbal, descended over the house on their 


downward trip. 


Nikki entered his garage just as the drummer was giving fellatio to a banana. It stopped Nikki dead for a 
moment as their eyes met. The brunette pulled back on the banana and Nikki was sure Tommy knew exactly 
what he was doing. Nikki cocked his eyebrow causing the younger man to clamp down around the fruit, 
effectively cutting it into two pieces. Nikki's nostrils flared, scenting the young buck's musky odour and it made 


him salivate. 


But before he could explore that reaction further, David touched his arm on his way past and said, "Nikki, this 


is my son, Tommy.” 


Tommy's eyes widened briefly, choking slightly on the piece of fruit he was chewing, and Nikki knew that he 
was trying to ascertain what was happening. Nikki chose to stay silent, waiting to see how Tommy would handle 


the situation. 


"I was telling Nikki about your drumming and how well you play,’ David said to his son. "How proud your mother 


and | are of you." 


Nikki, who was watching the muscular man closely, had a feeling that Tommy didn't hear those words enough 


from his old man by the sheen of wetness that suddenly filled his pretty brown eyes. 
Wait! What?! 
You heard yourself! They are pretty in a soulful, wounded kind of way. 


Tommy fumbled his way out from behind the drums to hug his father. Nikki could feel the gratitude and 
maybe a litte relief, rolling off the young brunette. 


‘lm not as young as you think | am, asshole!” Tommy's words from yesterday floated back to him and it made 
him look a little harder at the drummer. He heard Tommy thank his father as the older man briefly returned 
the hug before stepping back. 


Nikki felt a little uncomfortable bearing witness to their private moment. Opening his mouth, he said, "Show me 
what you got, kid" His throat was sore and noticeably husky from the crying and screaming but, holding 


Tommy's gaze, Nikki mentally dared him to mention anything about how he sounded or his appearance. 


"Oh, um, sure," he replied and peeled the rest of the banana, sticking it in his mouth and handing his father the 
peel. Stepping back toward his drums, Tommy sucked in the remainder of the fruit as he passed. Nikki could 
have sworn that the boy had smirked at him as if he knew exactly what he was doing. 


Tommy sat back behind the bass drum and got himself comfortable again, testing his seating by sending the 
hammer to the bass drum a couple of times and readjusting himself slightly. 


"So what do you wanna hear?" Tommy asked. 


"Your choice, dude," Nikki said, as he roamed around the garage. His energy level was fading fast but he knew if 
he sat down anywhere, he'd be asleep in moments. Hopefully, a little energy kick waited for him upstairs..if he 


could find it amongst the chaos that his room was in or if any of it even survived. 


Finding a place between the two cars, Nikki leaned his crossed arms on the roof of his car, resting his chin on 
them to watch the younger man. Tommy had taken his shirt off, revealing a lithe, muscular frame with a 


softer lower belly that disappeared into a loose pair of jeans. 


Nikki imagined the drummer's flesh would feel like silk beneath his fingers if he grazed them over his belly 
slowly. He flexed the said digits unconsciously and was brought back to reality when he encountered his arms 
instead. Dropping his chin into the crook of his arm, Nikki groaned softly. 


What the tuck, man?! Youre here for the music, prick! Aren't you?! 
It had been too long since he'd felt that curl of interest deep in his gut. 


That wasn't to say that he hadn't fucked, or been fucked, by anyone since Robbie's death but it was more a 
matter of necessity or chance rather than interest. If his lover's death didn't take most of his libido from him, 


then the heroin and other drugs had rung the final death knell. 


Tommy counted himself in with a tap of his sticks and started with Led Zeppelin's Black Dog and Nikki found 
himself perking up quickly. 


He was powerful, dynamic and exciting to watch. He had a natural rhythm and the joy of playing was clearly 
written on his face. Tommy had unique ways of using his kit that added the punch that Nikki had heard from 
upstairs. It made Nikki stand up a little straighter and take in more and more of the smaller details as Tommy 


moved seamlessly into song after song. 


Suddenly, Nikki had a different kind of urgency filling his body. Tommy's passion for his drumming, combined 
with his hot and sweaty little body, aroused something in him, like the cracking of a protective shell, his desire 
to make music cautiously peeked out from behind the darkness of the beast's shadow. That cracking impelled 
him into action. 


Little did Nikki know, was that desire was also waiting to be set free. 


"Stop!" Nikki yelled over the ride cymbal. "I've heard enough!" He pushed away from his car and started for the 


stairs, passing David who hadn't moved from the doorway and had his hands over his ears. 
"Huh?!" Tommy asked. "| can do something slower if you want?" 


"Get your kit upstairs into the living room," Nikki barked at Tommy but offered a genuine smile to the old mon. 
"Be ready in two hours. We got work to do." 


"Can | come with you?" David asked, his voice a little shaky. 


Nikki looked closer at David, noticing something different in the man's expression. He flicked a look over to 


Tommy who was watching carefully, ready to pounce should his father be in danger. 


"If it's okay with Tommy," Nikki said, pointing to David's son, "you can sit in the living room while |..while | do 


some stuff in my room. Phone calls and shit.” 

The old man gave him a bright, trusting smile whilst the son narrowed his eyes and Nikki assumed that 
Tommy knew exactly what the stuff was that he was about to do. And he'd be right..if only he could find it. 
Otherwise, one of those phone calls he was going to make would be to Doc to replenish his supply. 


"Dad, | dunno-," Tommy started before Nikki cut him off. 


"Don't worry," he said, rather more gently than he expected. "It's not gonna happen again. At least not today. I'd 


been on a three-day bender and hadn't eaten.paranoia had set in" 
"So what's changed," Tommy asked. 


Nikki's mouth quirked into a wry, lopsided smile and said, "Still gotta figure that out myself, kid. But | know l'm 


not gonna be any good to anyone if | don't get a hit of something soon." 

He left the garage, taking the steps two at a time to put as much distance between himself and the very 
tempting drummer. By the steady footsteps behind him, he deduced that David was following him. Taking 
himself straight to his bedroom, Nikki locked the door behind him once more. He didn't need the old man to see 
him shooting up, nor the aftermath of the high. 


But before he went searching for his rigs, Nikki dug out the phone from beneath the pile of torn bedding and 


got a line to the outside world. Punching in a familiar number, Nikki waited for the call to connect anxiously. 
"Hello?" the surly familiar voice answered. 


"Mick!" Nikki said. "Find Vince and get your asses over here. | need you to meet someone." 


ww 
Doc POV 
"Hello?" 


"Doc, get your lazy ass over here..like now," Nikki barked. "But stop off at Pete's first, will ya? I'm out. Oh, and 


| need new rigs too." 
"What the fuck, Nikki?!" 
| need you here before the boys get here," Nikki growled "You got less than two hours." 


The line went dead in Doc's hand. He replaced the receiver and dropped his head on the desk, banging it a couple 


of times and groaning. 


"Fuck you, Nikki," he growled but made the call to Pete anyway. He and Pete had a system going that benefited 
them both thanks to Nikki..and would continue that way unless, of course, Sixx decided to get clean "And we 


can't be having that now, can we?!" he said to himself as he listened to the ringtone. 
"Lo?" 


"IFs me," he said simply, not needing any further information. "Usual. Be there in thirty minutes. Oh, and 


hardware too." 


He hung up the phone and wrote out a petty cash voucher and cashier cheque from Sixx's living allowance 
account to replace the notes that he took from his safe to pay for the drugs as well as the kickback for Pete 
and himself. He slipped the thick bundle of twenty dollar notes into his jacket pocket before collecting his wallet 
and keys. 


"Joyce," he said to his secretary. "I've got some errands to run. Do you mind taking Nikki's cheque to the bank 
to cash? I'll put it in the safe when | get back. Don't forget..small bills, please." 


Sixx had become too canny in regards to the weights of the baggies that Doc delivered but he and Pete still 
had him hoodwinked when it came to pricing with Doc pleading that supply and demand were the cause of the 


price differences. 


Pete would supply the drugs to Doc and Doc would pass on the price with a hefty percentage markup which he 
and Pete would share. Little did Pete know that Doc was also skimming off Pete's share for himself as well. 


Doc left the office and climbed into his car to drive across town to Pete's headquarters before doubling back 
on himself to get to Nikki's. 


A thousand things ran through his head whilst he drove through the midday traffic. But one memory kept 
playing on repeat, gathering size and strength with each pass through his hustling mind..and with it, his thin 


lips cracked into an evil smile. 


He'd been about to play the role of a lifetime, one in which he would play the guiding, caring and compassionate 
manager to his grieving client who had just lost his lover to suicide. 


The dim-witted little fuck, Robbie, had thought that he could blackmail him and his business partner?! The little 
blonde had actually believed he could quit being Michael Alessi's lover and enforcer, and clean up his act?! 


Become a legitimate musician?! 


Clearly, Robbie had conveniently forgotten why he, out of all of Michael's many boy toys, had been selected 
and introduced to Nikki and the band in the first place. 


Robbie had only ever been good at bashing things..or banging people and not necessarily in a pleasurable way. 
"HA!" Doc had barked out loud. "Stupid fuck!" 

Drummers always were the dumb ones. 

A little cocktail of drugs into a drink one night and Robbie had easily fallen back into Michael's bed. 


Oh, but hadn't he paid the price when he'd screamed Nikki's name instead of Michael's? Stupid little asshole had 


gotten fucked within an inch of his life by all in the room, even Doc, under Michael's direct orders. 
Doc grinned and shifted in the driver's seat as his body reacted to the memory. 


The incriminating polaroid photos had been taken by Doc and, subsequently, delivered by messenger, straight 
into Nikki's unsuspecting hands. 


Doc had also witnessed the heavily sedated Robbie being counselled into writing an apology letter to Nikki. The 


letter hadn't been sent along with the photos because, in Michael's words, "It needs some work". 
Michael wasn't only Robbie's ex-boyfriend, he was a also business associate of Doc's, who had very deep roots 
that could be traced all the way back to one of the big crime families in Italy. You didn't cross Michael Alessi 


and expect to walk away unscathed, 


And Robbie had paid the ultimate price for forgetting his place. 


"Nikki, we're here to talk about the band," Doc said 


"What about it" Nkki mumbled 

"Dude," Vince said as he stood in front of the mirror in the vestibule of Nkkis house, fluffing his hair to maximum 
height. "We got bookings. And they're comin’ in faster now than ever before. We need to get back out there. There 
are people to rock and women to fuck!" Finally turning from his reflection, Vince wandered back into the living room 


and threw himself down on the sota next to his bandmate. 


"He's right, kid," Mick intoned "We can't sit around here for weeks on end, contemplating our navels while we wait 


for Robbie to make his grand entrance. Hs dramatics in life are Oscar-worthy." 


'E we don't take advantage of," Doc hesitated to tind the right words, ‘of the situation, we'd be shooting ourselves 
in the foot" 


"We can't," Nikki said flatly. "We dont have a drummer." 


‘Man, you kicked Robbie out anyway," Vince exclaimed, shifting forward and throwing his arms out wide for 
emphasis. "You really think he was going to keep playin’ with us since you booted his cheating ass outta ya bed?!" 


‘Drummers are easy to find, Nikki," Doc said. 'I can set up auditions tomorrow and have you a drummer by the 


end of lunch" 

"No!" Nikki growled "Has to be right or not at all." 

"But Nkki-," Doc pushed forward He needed to get the band back on the road and eam money again. Not just for 
them but for hi..investors. Doc was getting pressured by Michael's people and he certainly didnt want it to go any 


further than that 


The phone started ringing and they all looked toward the vestibule where it sat on the small table. The three 
visitors looked back to Nkki who continued to stare into the middle distance. 


‘Nikki? Are you gonna get the phone?" Doc asked. 
‘Let it ring," Nikki grumbled, curling up further into his throne chair. 
"Cmon, man," Vince pleaded "Its annoying and hurting my ears," he whined. 


‘Jesus tucking Christ," Mick muttered as he pulled himself into an upright position with a groan, holding his back 
when he was standing '! guess lil get it then," he cursed as he made his way across the room. 


‘Sixx residence," he barked fersely. "No, he's not able to come to the phone right now. He's here though, so | can 
pass on a message." 


There was a long pause as Mick listened to the person on the other end. 'I see," he mumbled. "Three o'clock," he 
said, sending a pointed look to Doc and then to Nikki "Thank you. Hi pass the message on and make sure Nikki gets 
there at that time. Goodbye." 


Mick had placed the receiver down slowly before turning back to the living room. The slowness of his gait gave 
away his reluctance to be the bearer of bad news 


"Nkki.um..the police found Robbie's body..," Mick said, softly, which was out of the norm for the gruff older 
guitarist. 


Nikki turned his head toward his guitarist, staring blankly at him for a moment before his eyes slid back to stare at 


something unseen 
"He was found beside his car..with a suicide note." 


‘Ah, fuck," Vince swore and Doc swiftly added his epithet to make it look convincing even though he kinda knew 
what Robbie's fate had likely been 


"The police need you to identify him, Nikki," Mick continued "Theyre expecting you at three this afternoon." 
Nikki shook his dark hair, letting it fall over his face, effectively cutting everyone out 


"They specifically asked for you, asshole," Mick retorted "Something about a letter with your name and address on 
it being found with him." 


‘Doc can do it then," the bassist mumbled from beneath his hair. "He's my manager, he can legally stand in my 
stead" 


The efforts went back and forth trying to convince Nkki that he needed to be the one to make the identification, 
but after that one sentence, he completely ignored them all 


‘Mkki?!" Doc eventually called to him. "We have to go, man." 

Nikki looked up for the first time since the phone had rung 

"We have to go," Doc repeated more forcefully. "The police need you to identify the bod-..um, identify Robbe." 
"You do it," Nikki said in a monotone voice. 


"Where the fuck have you been for the last hour?!" Doc snapped at him. 'I tried that already, dumbass! | called 
them to see if | could but they want you specifically for some reason" 


"Cmon, man," Vince cajoled, taking a knee in front of Nikki to try fo peer under the hair. "Robbie would want you 
to be there." 


‘ts your duty, Nkki" Doc said "As his lover and friend" 
But Niki still refused to budge. 


‘Screw you, Sixx," Vince spat. "You need to get your ass outta that chair and go take care of your boyfriend. You 
can't leave him cold and alone in a morgue..unless you didn't love him as much as you professed to?" 


Doc had been watching the exchange. He'd rung the morgue, though hed kept his side of the conversation to a 
minimum, to make it look as though he had at least tried to take Nkkis place. 


He needed Nikki to be seen in public as the grieving band leader and boyfriend fo keep the interest in the band as 
high as possible. Doc had bet all the money he had, and a fair bit he didn’t, on this band; he'd had a feeling they 


were going to be around a long time and he wanted in on that gravy train 


While Mick and Vince were arguing with Nkk; Doc put in a quiet phone call to a buddy of his in the press room of 
the local newspaper. Hs friend assured him that he would put out the word to anyone interested 


h the end, Mick and Vince had thrown in the towel, leaving Doc to try to coax the dissociated man to move. 


"Youre disappointing me, kid," Mick said, shaking his head in disbelief. 'I just hope you don't need fo be identified one 
day. You could be waiting a very long time in that morgue." 


"We lost a friend too, asshole!" Vince added viciously as he and the guitarist departed leaving Doc and Nkki alone. 


Doc prowled the room, his brain working hard for solutions to get Nikki moving but the only one that held any 


merit, not to mention self-preservation, was with a little chemical help. 
"Nk..cmon, man," Doc pleaded 
"I cant," Nkki mumbled, hiding his head against his bent knees. "I cant move. | cant breathe. | cant think." 


Doc looked around the room as though checking that they were alone before he leaned over Niki and said, "I can 
help you." 


Nikki slid his eyes his way. "How?" he asked, blandly, 
"l know someone," he said This was going to be his make-or-break time. He swallowed heavily. 


‘He has all the goods to make you feel better, Nikki Stuff that will make you forget, stuff that will make you 
remember, stuff to make you feel alive and stuff that will make you feel lke you could sleep for a decade." 


"Whaddya got that'll bring someone back from the dead?" 


internally, Doc smirked fo himself but externally, he played the concerned Manager. "You just leave everything to 
me, Nkk;" he said, resting his hand on the other man's shoulder. "HI fake good care of you." 


Aware that he needed time to get Nkki ready for his public appearance, Doc began by phoning and rearranging the 
appointment with the morgue, delaying it until later in the day. That done he called his contact and within the hour, 
everything he needed was delivered directly to Nikki's door. 


"lcan do this for you," Doc told Nikki, hooking his hand beneath Nikki's arm and hauling him upright, "but you gotta 
do it in the bathroom coz you're gonna puke up everything you got on the first go and | ain't paid enough fo clean 
your shit up." 


‘Get off me," the younger man growled menacingly but Doc refused fo let go. 


‘Do you want help to get through this or not?" Doc said, stopping for a moment to look up at the taller man. 'I 
can make the whole Robbie thing just a fuzzy, faded moment in time. Or you can face it head-on with all the 
feelings and pain that you're trying to avoid now. Its your choice, Kid" 


Doc could see the cogs turning in Nkkis head The brunette licked his lips and nodded once before Doc dragged Nikki 
into the ensuite attached to the bedroom. 


Sit," Doc instructed, pointing to a spot beside the bathtub, next to the toilet before laying the baggie of white 
powder, a length of rubber tubing and two syringes on the vanity countertop. "Hl be right back. Dont move." 


He walked back through the house to the kitchen and found a spoon and a lighter before returning to Nkkis 
bathroom. Nkki hadnt moved however, his countenance seemed defeated, pathetically so, and Doc had a moment, 
Just a small moment, of pity for the young man, 


Shrugging it off, Doc worked quickly to prepare some of the powders conversion to liquid form before drawing it up 
into the syringes in equal doses. Capping one, Doc set it aside. If Nikki didnt want it or need if, then he'd take it 
home for himself. 


"Take off your shirt," Doc said, standing over Nkki He hid the lick of his lps behind his hand as Nikki slowly pulled 
the t-shirt over his head Maybe one day..perhaps if Nkki was conveniently too far out of his head..Doc might 


have a chance at discovering that sweet flesh 

He had to bite his tongue from letting a moan escape from him when Nikki turned his green-eyed gaze his way. 
He'd give anything to be standing over Nikki, watching his dick slide between those perfect lps. Doc turned from the 
sight, flicking himself a glance in the mirror and wrinkling his nose at the flush in his cheeks 


Wrapping his fingers around the tubing, Doc turned back to Nikki and said, "Gimme your arm, kid" 


Nikki hesitated at first, sliding his eyes to the tubing before offering his left arm up for Doc to wrap the band 
above the meaty bicep, once, twice before creating a kill-switch knot that would come undone as soon as the 


tension was released 


"Hold this in your teeth and let go when I fell you to," Doc said handing the end of the tubing to Nikki He reached 
behind him for the syringe and said, "Now pump your hand a little." 


Nikki did as he was told, placing the tubing into his mouth and watching as the virgin veins in his arms popped to the 
surtace easily. 


Staring uncertainly at the raised blood vessels, Nkki took the tubing out from his teeth and asked nervously, "You'll 
be here the whole time, right?!" 


Doc allowed himself to smile fondly at the boy and to card his fingers through the soft strands. "HI be here," he 
said aloud, before chuckling evilly to himself and silently adding, “| finally get to claim that | popped Sixx's cherry!" 


The sharp, white teeth bit down on the rubber once more and Doc leaned over Nikki to place the tip of the needle 
against the skin on the inside of his elbow where the most prominent veins were. Nikki grunted as the metal pierced 
into him. 


Doc saw the flash of darker blood in the syringe and depressed the plunger, sending the amber-coloured drug into 
Nkkis bloodstream. "Okay, let go now," Doc said when the syringe was almost empty. 


Nikki opened his jaw and Doc used his other hand to loosen the tight band before withdrawing the needle from the 
vein. He watched Nikki closely, pinpointing the moment that the drug penetrated his system 


Hs eyes exploded wide, momentarily rolling back into his head, and his jaw snapped shut before dropping open Doc 
watched the sweat pop out over Nkkis face and he opened the Toilet lid and seat in preparation for the almost 
inevitable need of the boy's body to expel all contents 


He was hoping that Nikki didn’t shit himself at the same time as he'd done during his first trip. Not only had he felt 
lke he'd been hit with a Mack truck, but he'd woken in a disgusting mess of his own excrement and vomit. 


Nikki lurched forward, gagging, and Doc steered him toward the toilet, just in time for his stomach to purge the 
small amount that was in there. Doc turned from the sight, wrinkling his nose at the bitter smell Once the retching 
had ceased, Nikki had become totally lax, so Doc laid him down on the tiles rolling him onto his side. 


"Safety first," he said fo himself He closed the lid fo the toilet and flushed, washing his hands afterwards 
Doc checked his watch They had to be across town in two hours. That was just enough time to let Sixx sleep off 


his first hit and clean him up before getting him into the car. Doc wondered how far hed have fo strip Sixx down 
and how tar Nikki would let him. 


Maybe he should do it now while he still slept, he thought as he sank his hand into the pockets of his loose pants, 
touching himself through the fabric. With his foot, Doc nudged Nkkis hips almost flat onto the floor, arranging his 
legs just so for his enjoyment. He didn't need to do anything else as Nikki's thick cock and hefty balls were clearly 
outlined by his tight pants and the way the material pulled fautly across them. Doc ran the toe of his shoe over 
the bulge and watched it expand a little. 


Doc smirked and sat down on the toilet lid, letting out a shuddery sigh as he settled into some self-pleasure 


entertainment while he waited 
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Author's Notes: 
This week we're seeing a slightly more sober Nikki and how he deals with his other beastly side as well as the 


people around him. 


Hope you've all had a good week or at least as best as you can It's been a strange one here but that would 


take too much space here to tell. 


As always, we both thank you for your comments! Please keep them coming! 


J 


Chapter 07 
It Kinda Makes Me Wonder 
Nikki POV 


After retreating to his room and finishing his calls, Nikki took his first look around the remnants of what up 
until now had been his sanctuary. The sheer scale of his self-destruction overwhelmed him and, carelessly 


dropping the phone, he sank wearily to the floor near the door. 


Dragging his fingers through his hair, Nikki tried to summons the energy to move. He closed his eyes for a 
moment, allowing his mind to drift in and out but still vaguely aware of the noise of the drum kit being 


dismantled and moved upstairs. 


The kid was good! More than good; he was an exciting and dynamic player to watch. Nikki's thoughts brushed 
briefly over memories of Robbie's playing. 


He had been a solid hitter and played what was given to him but Nikki knew that Robbie's playing, in 


comparison, was passable at best..and as well as his performance in bed if Nikki was truthful 


Robbie's true talent was in the looks department. He remembered one review as saying that the band had a 
Norse god behind the drums, with Viking hair, bulging muscles and a rape and pillage attitude toward his 
playing; they all surmised that the author was female. 


Not to mention that between Robbie and Vince, and their flowing blonde locks and pretty faces, the band's 


dressing rooms at any gig looked more like a women's beauty parlour with the hairspray and makeup strewn 


everywhere, than four men getting ready for a rock and roll performance. He and Mick also used makeup but 


in a slightly less effeminate way, tending toward more glam rock 


With a heavy sigh, Nikki pushed up from the floor. He walked over to his bed and hefted the mattress back 
into place on the large wooden frame that sat in the middle of the room. The only reason that it was still in 
place was that it was as heavy as fuck and even in his wildest of rages, Nikki would still never be able to shift 


it when it was whole. 

Moving slowly, Nikki started to right some of the mess he'd created all the while keeping on high alert for 
Doc's car. He needed Doc to get here before Mick and Vince with his fresh supply of blow and smack so that 
he could concentrate on convincing his friends that his unexpected houseguest was going to be the perfect fit 


for their band. 


Tossing the shredding bedding into a pile by his door, Nikki was about to head into the closet to set things 
straight when he heard the squeal of brakes signifying the arrival of Doc's shabby little car. 


"At fuckin’ last," he muttered and rush to the bedroom door, flinging it open to the surprised faces of both 
Tommy and David. "I'll get it," he said as he strode purposefully through the living room to the front door, 
dodging the dismantled drum kit pieces. 

"Where do you want me to set up?" Tommy asked as he passed by. 

"Gimme a minute," he replied without stopping. He threw open the front door just as Doc raised his arm to 
knock. "Took ya long enough, asshole," he greeted the shorter man "Where's my stuff? Did you get the blow as 
well?" 


"What?!" Doc snarked. "No Hello, Doc? No Nice fo see you, Doc?!" 


"Nope," Nikki replied with a shake of his head. He didn't want Doc there to spoil the magic that he absolutely 


knew in his gut, was about to happen. 

"You're a rude, ungrateful fuck, ya know that?" his manager grumbled as he slid his hand inside his jacket. 
"| need cash too. The kid took all mine for groceries.” 

"| gave you five hundred last week?!" 

"So?!" Nikki shrugged. "I have expenses. Now give me my stuff and get lost 


"Sixx, the way you're chewing through your money," Doc said as he discretely passed over the drugs before 
opening his wallet to remove a wad of notes reluctantly, "you'll have nothing left within twelve months." 


"Then why aren't you taking better care of my finances, asshole," Nikki spat, snatching the notes from the 
older man's hand. "Now scram! | got work to do." He slammed the door in Doc's face and missed the look of 


absolute rage on his manager's face. 


Nikki swiftly forgot about the man on the other side of his front door as he thumbed through the notes, 
quickly estimating how much he'd been given. Passing through the living room where the kid was reassembling 


his drum kit with the old man's help, Nikki closed his bedroom door with a kick and swept into his ensuite. 


Searching through his medicine cabinet, then the drawers of the vanity, Nikki let out a bark of happiness when 
he found the mirror and razor blades that he'd been searching for. He worked quickly because he knew that, in 


avery short time, Mick and Vince would be pounding on his door. 


Before long he had a foursome of lines neatly prepared on the surface of the mirror and was rolling up one of 
the bills from his pocket. He bent over the mirror, briefly catching a glimpse of himself as he inhaled the 
powdered lines into each nostril. He pinched his nose, waiting for the drug to melt into his sinuses and 


subsequently into his system. 


"Fuck," he swore as the delicate membranes reacted, making his eyes water. He swiped his finger through the 
residual dust and touched it to the tip of his tongue. Even though he craved the complete oblivion that the 


smack afforded him, cocaine gave him the energy and the edge to work for hours on end. 


He hadn't felt this mentally exhilarated in a long time. And it wasn't just because of the blow in his system. 
What he'd witnessed downstairs in his garage was the cause of his interest. Even though his body was wanting 
to curl up and sleep for a week from the amount of energy he had burned up by destroying his safe zone, his 
fingers itched to pick up his beloved Warlock bass that he hadn't touched in longer than he cared to 


remember. 


And the Warlock was sacred territory, used mainly for the stage because of its looks. It was a 


sexy, sexy guitar and Nikki usually used one of his others for practice or writing. 


Nikki took stock of himself for a moment as he heard what he recognised as a musician checking out their 
instrument; he felt more alert now and would deal with the aftermath of his closet at a later date. He tucked 
the coke and smack away carefully in an old shampoo bottle that had a false bottom for just that purpose. He 
checked himself in the mirror to make sure that all traces of the powder were gone from his nose before 


leaving the bathroom eagerly. 


He threw open his door to a drum fill and the surprised grin from the kid behind the kit. It made Nikki stop 
momentarily; there was some kind of strange warmth that filled his chest and he absently rubbed his fist 
over his breastbone to shift it. 


"You set up, kid?" he asked, avoiding the soft brown eyes that followed him. He cleared his throat, hating the 


huskiness that was still evident. He walked to where his practice amp and basses were set up. Nikki laced his 


fingers together and cracked the knuckles, stretching the tendons and generally loosening up fingers that hadn't 


Touched his instrument for way too long. 


Grimacing at the dusk that had settled on the amp, more noticeable when he flicked the power switch, leaving 
his fingerprint as evidence of the time passed between use. He turned the dials to the settings he enjoyed 
before his hand danced briefly over the fretboard of the Warlock; wanting to pick it up, caress the strings as 


a lover would their paramour's hair, but moved to one of his lesser guitars instead. 
"Yeah, | think so," Tommy replied, giving the bass drum a few experimental kicks. 


"Okay, then. Show me what you got," Nikki nodded as he slipped the strap across his shoulders and pulled the 
used pick from the headstock. "Let's go." 


Nikki set up a basic little groove and Tommy picked it up quickly, both falling effortlessly into a synchronised 
partnership. He changed up the tempo and backbeat thinking he'd trip the kid up but he was surprised when he 
slid effortlessly into it. Nikki couldn't help the smile that spread across his mouth. 


Losing themselves in the music, offering up suggestions and new song choices, Nikki had almost forgotten that 
Mick and Vince were expected. 


From the corner of his eye, Nikki saw David's head swivel toward the front entry. The old man had been sitting 
as far away from him and Tommy as possible but still in the same room. The movement coincided with a loud 


pounding at the front door. 


"Hold up," Nikki said, quieting his strings and placing the guitar across the coffee table close by and going to 
answer the door. He knew who it would be just by the sound of the knocking; loud, aggressive, persistent. Mick. 


The doorbell added in between the knocks, almost sounding like a twinkling spray of sunlight in comparison to 


the thumping, had to be Vince. 

He twisted the knob and threw the door open to see his bandmates looking up in surprise. 

"You'll break my door, asshole," Nikki quipped, with a crooked smile at the guitarist. 

"Then you need a better door," Mick grumbled as he stepped inside. 

Mick was the oldest member of their group and Nikki had looked to him for guidance and stability. They worked 
well together when writing the band's songs, usually without too many dramas though there were times when 
one or the other would storm off, cursing the other with vile bodily injuries or similar, over a minor 


disagreement over a simple word choice or chord progression. 


"IIl look into it," Nikki chuckled, clapping his hand on the older man's shoulder as he passed by. "Vinnie! Looking... 


as radiant as ever!" 


Vince was his lead singer and had matched Robbie for the crown of best-looking out of the four of them. 
Vince liked to shimmer; not satisfied with just being blonde, he went platinum, while everyone else wore leather 


and studs, Vince wore diamantés and leopard skin. He was born to sparkle and shine. 


"Bite me, Drac!" the blonde responded with a light punch to Nikki's midsection "So why'd you call us over? Are 


your lacy panties in a wad again?" 


Even Vince's ribbing couldn't wipe the small smile from Nikki's face at the moment. He felt good. He felt..alive 
again, for the first time since Robbie's passing. 


"Fuck off, Princess," Nikki snorted. "You'll see," he replied to the question enigmatically. 


Mick had already made his way further into the house but had stopped at the entrance to the living room, 


taking in the new arrivals in the usually chaotic house. 
"What the fuck are you doing, Sixx?" Mick grumbled, turning his confused scowl toward him. 
"| think | just got us a new drummer," he said as he stepped further into the living room. 


Mick stayed rooted to the spot but Vince stepped over to the couch and fell into the corner, giving the 


strangers a wave of acknowledgement. Tommy stood and made his way out from behind his kit: 


"Mick," Nikki said, indicating the guitarist, "and Vince, this is the kid..Tormmy." Nikki slipped his guitar over his 


shoulder. "Kid..my guitarist and singer." 


Nikki watched Tommy closely as his friends shook hands with the boy. He seemed open and eager to meet his 
friends. 


"So who's that?" Mick growled, pointing to David who was still hovering in the corner. 
"The kid's father,” Nikki said, offhandedly as David cautiously moved closer. 


"Hello," the older man said. "Nikki is my friend," he chirped in the childlike way that Nikki had quickly become 


accustomed to. 
Mick sent Nikki a sceptical, questioning look "What's your name, man?" Mick asked. 
"Um..," David hummed, frowning in confusion. "l- | don't know," he finally said in a small voice. 


"David," Tommy offered. "Dad has dementia," he explained. "He doesn't remember a lot of stuff so don't take 


offence if he doesn't remember you or your name." 


"Nikki is my friend," David beamed. 

"But he does remember Nikki," Tommy groaned and Nikki gave a rueful smirk. 
Nikki shrugged but remained silent and Tommy turned his attention back to David. 
"He shot you, Dad," Tommy sighed. "Friends don't do that." 

"He did?!" David asked. 

"The fuck for?!" drawn from Mick, looking between the two. 


"Sixx, you crazy fuck!" Vince chuckled, still reclined on the sofa like some skewed version of Cleopatra on her 


gilded bed. 
"But," David started to say, crestfallen at the new information to him, "you're still my friend, right?! Nikki?" 


"Yeah. I'm still your friend, old man. | didn't really mean to hurt you." Nikki felt all eyes on him at that moment. 
He leaned his arm on David's shoulder and shrugged at his bandmates. "He broke in | was fuckin’ high. | thought 


he was an intruder." 


"Do | mention that you're keeping us here?" Tommy asked rhetorically with an arched of his eyebrow and 
crossed his arms over his chest, his drumsticks pointing skyward. "Indefinitely!" 


"Sixx?!" Mick's growl was low and threatening. 
"Relax, dude," Nikki said, clapping his hand on his bandmate's shoulder. "They're still alive, aren't they?!" 


Nikki turned up the volume on his bass and ran through a quick run of notes. "C'mon, kid Lets show these 
fuckers what you can do," he said, turning his back on the room and setting up a throbbing rhythm. 


Truth was, he was a little embarrassed and wanted the attention off him again It was like he had multiple 
personalities; one that liked to be alone, shunning the world at large, one that like to be a homebody, content to 
spend time with the ones he loved the most, and then there was the narcissistic, attention-seeking whore that 


loved to be on stage in front of an audience, all clamouring for his attention 


But the biggest and ugliest of them all was the beast; his protector, his saviour, his constant companion..his 


curse. 


Tommy shifted quickly back behind his kit and easily moved into the rhythm that Nikki had established. 
Replicating the earlier exercise of testing the kid's repertoire, Nikki tossed some well-known songs together, all 


the while watching what Mick and Vince were doing. 


Both of his bandmates were watching with rapt attention After a few minutes, Mick walked across, picked up 
one of Nikki's 6-string Strats and plugged it into another amp. Initially filling in the rhythm guitar, it wasn't long 
before he started adding lead riffs and solo lines. The three were soon joined by Vince, adding his unique voice 
to the mix as the excitement and, consequently, volume grew exponentially. 

It wasn't until there was a relative lull in the music that Nikki heard something unusual, going against the flow 
of the music. He turned from the foursome that had gravitated toward the drum set, to try to figure out 
what it was. 

"Oh, fuck," he said, his strings emitting a discordant thrum as he threw the strap from around his neck. 
"Tommy!" He yelled over his shoulder before rushing to David's side. The room descended into silence apart 
from the frightened wailing coming from Tommy's father. 


The old man was curled in the corner with his hands over his ears, rocking back and forth. 


"Dadl" Tommy exclaimed, falling to his knees beside Nikki, stroking his father's arm. "Dad?! Dad, look at me. It's 


Tommy." 
"Can | do anything?" Nikki asked. 

"| gotta get his meds," Tommy said. "Stay with him and just talk quietly to him" 

"What's wrong with him?" Mick asked as Tommy rose to his feet 

"Its just part of his disease," Tommy replied, heading rapidly for the guestroom. "Be right back" 


"Go get him a glass of water," Nikki said to no one in particular but it was Vince who left the room. "David. It's 


Nikki..remember me? Your friend?" 
"What the fuck are you doing with these people, Sixx?" Mick lamented. 


"Not now, Mars," Nikki growled back. "David," he said, gripping the old man's wrists gently, pulling his hands 
away from his ears. "It's quiet now. See?! Was it the noise? Was it too loud?" 


David's watery brown eyes turned slowly to him. "Y-yes." They were wide and full of fear..there was no 
recognition in them however and it startled Nikki a little. He'd grown accustomed to the warmth in the gaze in 


an obscenely short amount of time. 


Tommy and Vince returned, almost at the same time. Vince handed Tommy the glass of water, who then 


handed it to his father, and stood back again. 


"Here you go, Dad," Tommy said, showing his father the pills in the palm of his hand. "Open up and then drink 
the water, okay? They'll help you." 


David opened his mouth like a baby bird or toddler and Tommy placed the pills onto his tongue before Nikki 
guided the hand that held the glass to the elder man's lips, encouraging him to drink. 


David resisted at first, turning his head away from the glass and was about to spit the tablets out of his 


mouth when Nikki said in a soft, calm voice, "Do it for me, old man. You helped me at breakfast. Now, | want to 


help you. Friends..remember ?" 


David drank the water and then turned his gaze to Nikki first before sliding them to Tommy and then to the 
two standing behind them. "Are they my friends, too?" he asked. 


Nikki looked over his shoulder at his bandmates, daring them to answer differently when he nodded and said, 
"Yeah, they're your friends too. They just look big, ugly and scary!" 


"Fuck off, Sixx," Mick grumbled, folding his arms across his chest. 

‘Im too good-looking to be scary," Vince added, fluffing his hair. 

"You're very pretty. Are you a girl?" David asked innocently, his attention drawn by the luxuriant blonde hair. 
Vince gaped, his mouth opening and closing like a fish. 

Tommy, watching his father closely, reacted with a hiss, "Dad! You can't say that!" 

Nikki sniggered but Mick threw his head back and laughed, which surprised the two that knew him the best. 


"Jesus," Nikki breathed. "You're a miracle worker, old man," he continued. "| can't remember the last time Mick 


laughed like that." 
"Dad," Tommy said. “Those tablets are going to make you feel sleepy. Let's go take a nap, okay?!" 
David nodded his ascent and Nikki and Tommy both rose to a standing position to help the old man up. 


"Er..if you don't need me for the moment," Tommy said, shifting his eyes to Nikki. "Ill just make sure he's 


asleep before | come back" 


"Sure, kid," Nikki nodded, stepping back to allow the two to pass. His gaze followed their path across his house 
to the guest room. He was kind of glad that David's episode had happened whilst he was reasonably sober. He 
wasn't sure how his smack-laden beastly side would have dealt with the old man's histrionics. No that wasn't 


true. He did know..the answer was very badly. 


"You like him," Vince said from somewhere behind him. 


"What?!" Nikki spluttered, spinning on his heels to face his singer. He frowned. He hadn't even sorted that out 
for himself and he didn't think he was that transparent. But he was willing to concede that there was 
something different about the boy. 

Why do you insist on calling him kid and boy? Are you too afraid to see the man that he is, Sixx? 


"You like him," Vince shrugged again. "For the band. He's a damned good drummer, Sixx! You'd be crazy not to 


offer him the position" 


"If it's not under coercion," Mick added, eyeing him speculatively. "Why are you keeping them here, Sixx? Or was 
the drummer just talking shit?" 


Nikki sighed, scrubbing his hands over his face before turning and walking to his chair. "I dunno," he said, 
curling himself up into his favourite position, knees drawn up to his chest and his arms wrapped around them. 
‘It seemed like a good idea at the time..you know, when | was smacked out," he said with a shrug. 

Mick raised a questioning eyebrow but remained silent. 

"Fuck, man. didn't mean to shoot him. Shot right through my door too," Nikki found himself adding, hooking his 
thumb towards his bedroom door. His eyes slid to the carpet where he remembered David laid, bleeding from 
the flesh wound. Even though most of the blood had been cleaned up, Nikki could still see the stain in his 
mind's eye. 


"So why keep him here?" Vince asked. 


‘| wanted reparation for the damage and | did not want him running to the police. How was | supposed to know 
that the old man was sick?" He tapped his head. 


"And now?" Mick asked. 

Nikki pulled a face and shook his head. "It would be a lot easier if the kid sucked," he muttered. 
"He's fuckin’ perfect," Vince said. "And he's brunette! That means all the girls will come to me now.’ 
"Do you always think with your dick, asswipe?" Mick scoffed. 

"At least | can still get it up, old timer," Vince tossed back 


"Aint no problem with my pecker, Princess. Wanna test it out?" Mick retorted, grabbing at his crotch and 


shaking it in Vince's direction. 


Nikki let his bandmates squabble between themselves as his thoughts wandered into the spare room. They 


were right, Tommy was the perfect drummer for their group. But he worried about the old man and Tommy's 


responsibility for him could throw a spanner in the works when it came to touring. 


Maybe he should get Doc fo look into some kind of mental facility. Was that the right terminology? Would Tommy 
ever agree To it? Would the kid even agree to join his band? 


"Well," Vince said, drawing Nikki's attention from his thoughts, "I got a hot date tonight so I'm outta here." 
"Just one?" Nikki asked archly. 
"Eh," Vince shrugged. "Depends if she has a sister or a roommate..or both, doesn't it now?" 


"Never change, Vinnie," Nikki said with a wry chuckle. The three high-fived each other and Vince let himself out 
leaving Mick and Nikki alone. 


Nikki reflected on how quickly the four of them had gelled when playing; it was smooth and organic. 

It was exciting 

He was suddenly feeling a little hopeful about the future. Nikki had almost given up on seeing the band back 
together after firstly, kicking Robbie out and then his death. He'd fallen into the hands of both depression and 
his addictions and had never been able to see the way out of either of them. 


Until today. 


"Humph," Mick grunted, drawing Nikki's attention to him. He'd forgotten that the older man was there, truth be 
told 


"What?" Nikki asked, turning his head lazily toward the guitarist: 

"Just tryna figure out who's sitting there," he said, nodding toward Nikki. 

"Whaddya mean?" 

"Well," Mick said, lacing his fingers across his belly, his legs crossed as he leaned gingerly back into the sofa. 
Nikki knew that Mick had back issues but he hadn't taken any notice recently if it had gotten worse. Obviously, 


it had. 


"Whoever is sitting there at the moment," Mick continued, "isn't the same Sixx we've known in the past year or 


so. That Sixx doesn't smile or laugh unless there's either sarcasm or just plain evil behind it." 
Nikki sent his guitarist a wry apologetic smile. "l.l haven't felt anything but evil recently." 


"The drugs haven't helped with that either," Mick added blandly. 


"They help," Nikki sighed. 
"Help with what?" 


Nikki picked at the rough nails and tender skin on his left hand, fingers that were sore from playing for the 


first time in a long time. 


"Pain," Nikki said, finally, unable to avoid the man's knowing gaze. "Both in here," he tapped at his head, "and in 
here," he moved his hand to his chest, above his heart. 


"Has it though?" Mick asked. 


Nikki's leg started to jiggle the more he explored the question He looked up to see the man's blue eyes 
watching him carefully, without judgement but with friendly concern. Nikki made a face before answering. 


"| dunno," he answered softly. 

"| think you do," the older man said, arching his eyebrow. "You're just too fuckin’ weak or scared to admit it 
"Maybe," Nikki said, nodding. 

He was starting to feel the cloying need for a hit wrap its tendrils around his throat. He rubbed his hand over 
his neck as though to rid himself of the imagined tentacles, and pulled at the neck of his ratty t-shirt. The 


coke had worn off and now the salivation for something more had started with a vengeance. He didn't want it.. 


he didn't want to want it..but he needed it. 


"Maybe | never had the reason to," he admitted softly. 
"So what's changed?" 


Nikki noticed that Mick didn't ask if things had changed, just what He chewed on a piece of dead skin down the 
side of a nail, worrying at it until the pain stung and the ripped skin started to bleed. He hissed before ripping 
at it further, needing to feel the bite of pain before he spoke, otherwise, he'd never be able to utter the 


words. 
"Robbie's gone," he said. 


~ Ke 
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Chapter 08 

| Found Something | Can Sink My Teeth Into 

Tommy POV 

Three weeks later 

Tommy entered the kitchen after getting his father's bed and pyjamas ready for later that night. It helped his 
father if Tommy kept their usual routine going and for the most part, he was able to do that at Nikki's 
without too much drama. It had also helped that he was able to be there with his father more often than 
not..unlike the last year or so. 

The days had turned into weeks and the specified month was almost up. 

Tommy wasn't looking forward to going back to his old life with the constant hustle for money and security. In 
the relatively short period that they had been in Nikki's house, Tommy had felt safe for the first time since 


they'd lost their own home. Strange, considering the circumstances that led them to the odd living 


arrangement in which Tommy found himself and his father. 


Nikki even seemed fond of his father. Tommy watched the bassist talking quietly with his father out in the 
garden as Nikki walked the perimeter with David for exercise while he prepared a simple meal of spaghetti, his 
father's favourite. 


Tommy found it a little fucked up that the two most broken people he knew, gravitated toward and found 
comfort in the other. Especially on their combined bad days. It was those days that left him emotionally and 
physically exhausted. 


Today had been one of those days. 


It was almost dinner and this was the first time he had seen Nikki in a couple of days. Oh, he'd heard him 
plenty of times but he'd been holed up in his room on one of his binges, shouting and raging at only God- 
knows-what, which had put his father on edge also. Though at the moment they were both calmly walking 
around the backyard as though nothing had happened. 


Meanwhile, he was exhausted; physically and mentally. 


Tommy knew he could have... should have left, and had even contemplated it, but there always seemed to be 


some kind of excuse for why he didn't. 


Over the weeks, he had seen flashes of the Nikki that was present on the day they'd jammed in his living room 
with Mick and Vince. They were the easy times; the days when Nikki was capable of civil conversations and 
made an effort to be as sober as he could 


Then there were Nikki's bad days. When they happened, Tommy kept himself busy around the house and the 
garden. He had even fixed the hole in the bedroom door; the one that Nikki had originally claimed to be antique. 


"Dude," he muttered to himself as he measured off a piece of dowel fo plug the hole with "Whoever convinced 
you that this was antique, ripped you off." It was a good replica but not genuine. "You were probably so fuckin’ high 
at the time," he speculated to himself, "that you didn’t know what you were buying" 


He'd plugged the hole, sanded it and stained the flaw so that it was barely visible from a distance. Later that night, 
as Tommy padded silently foward the other bedroom from the bathroom affer his shower, he happened to look 


into the darkened living room and saw Sixx inspecting the repair with an odd expression 

Illuminated by the glow coming from within his bedroom, there was a rare softness in Nkkis face, a slight curl on 
his lips. Nkki was already a very good-looking guy but the unexpected vulnerability in his face was what called to 
Tommy. 


He moved over to lean against the wall Tommy crossed his arms and said, "Does it meet your expectations?" 


Nikki spun on his heels in surprise. "Fuck, kid," he gasped "You fuckin’ scared me." 


"Sorry," Tommy shrugged "You do know that's not antique, right?!" he repeated the conversation he had with 


himself earlier. 


‘Sure it is," Nikki frowned, placing his hands on his hps which did nothing for Tommy's concentration The man was 
wearing a pair of baggy shorts and no shirt and the warm glow from whatever light he had going in the bedroom 
gave his skin a lovely caramel tone, in direct contrast to the pale greyish shade that Tommy had learnt to 
recognise as a sign that he'd been shooting up. 


‘Nah, man," Tommy said, walking over fo him. He was dressed similarly since he'd just gotten out of the shower. Hs 
long hair was still damp and rivulets of water ran down his chest. He wasn't sure if he imagined the way Sixx's eyes 
flicked over him or not. Shaking it off; Tommy gripped the edge of the door and knocked in different places. "Hear 
that?" he asked. "That's hollow." 


A realisation spread across Nkkis face before it shifted into anger. 


"Also," Tommy continued, "if you think about it, what antique door would fit this perfectly into a relatively modern 
house..unless you had either of them altered?" He opened and closed the door a few times to demonstrate. 


"That son of a bitch," Nikki growled fo himself: He turned back to Tommy and asked, "How do you know all this shit 


anyway? . 


"Dad used to do stuff around our house before..," Tommy made a tching noise, "before the diagnosis. | used to 
follow him around and he'd show me how fo do it or help me fix stuff” 


"Umm," Nikki started to speak as he rubbed the back of his neck. Hs bicep bulged and danced before Tommy's 
eyes, his chest muscle also pulled up slightly with the movement. Tommy exhaled a low breath, almost Ike a purr. 
Nkkis eyes darted to him at the sound and eyed Tommy curiously before he continued with, 'I guess | should thank 
you for..you know..fixing this." 


"Yeah, well," Tommy challenged, "maybe you shouldn't keep any firearms around when youre off your head too?" 
"I gotta protect my stuff!" 


‘Only from your own paranoia." Tommy stared Nikki down, waiting for an answer but when none was forthcoming, 


Tommy sighed and turned to walk away. 


"Wait!" Nikki said, softly. 'I do appreciate what you've done around here, ki-," Nikki stopped and pulled a face at 
himself, "Tommy." He offered Tommy a small smile and held out his hand 


He looked down at Nkkis outstretched hand, contemplating not shaking it..but he did When their hands touched, 
Tommy felt a frisson of electricity shoot up his arm and he swore that Nikkis hand twitched, possibly with the 


same feeling 


"Umm," Tommy said, ‘Im..er..heading to bed. Dads been sleeping peacefully recently so lm gonna use the other 
bedroom, HII be nice fo have a real bed to myself for a change." 


Nikki nodded slowly, a slow grin pulling at the corner of his mouth, their hands stil joined, seemingly neither of them 
wanting to release the other. 


Damn it, Tommy cursed himself as he felt the flush of embarrassment rise up his neck, staining his cheeks, like he 


needed to know that, idiot! And let go of his hand, stupid! 


He almost shoved Nkkis hand away before he spun on his heels and walked toward the spare bedroom. He closed 
the door and hurled himself into the bed, pulling the pillow across his face in confusion. The longer he stayed here 
and the more Nkki showed his sane and sober side, the more Tommy's attraction to Nkki made itself apparent. 


Tommy shifted on the bed, restless, as his body had no shame. It reacted to the flashes of Nkki bare-chested with 
his hp bones jutting above the waistband of his shorts. Tommy growled into the pillow but did nothing to quell his 
evident interest in the dark-haired bassist until the need became too great. He slid his hand into the waistband of 
his shorts. 


Nikki's laugh from the backyard drew Tommy's thoughts back to the here and now. He looked out the window, 
pausing in the chopping of the tomatoes for the sauce, and Nikki's happy face was the first thing he saw as he 
spoke with his father. 


The spiky black hair shifted in the breeze and caught in the corner of Nikki's mouth. Tommy's finger curled 


unconsciously as Nikki hooked his finger between the hair and his cheek and pulled the strands free. 

His father must have had a flash of memory, telling tales of little Tommy's exploits, as they both turned 
toward the window. Tommy felt himself blush as Nikki held his gaze long after his father turned back. The 
older man tilted his head to the side and sent Tommy a soft smile before returning his attention to David. 


Tommy contemplated his confusion about his feelings for Sixx. Sure, he still had his binge days but, if Tommy 
thought about it hard enough, they had lessened in fury, intensity and duration since that first fateful day. 


"You're a fuckin’ idiot, Bass," Tommy berated himself and returned to the meal preparation, letting his thoughts 


wander again. 


"Dad?!" he exclaimed. "What are you doing? That's not your place." 


"You dare to speak to your King in such a manner?" David replied with a regal intonation 


Tommy had found his father sitting in Nkkis worn-out old chair and was in the process of coaxing hm out of it 
when Nikki emerged from his room. Nikki was dressed in tight leather pants, and a black shirt covered with a 
brocade vest. Necklaces hung in the V of his open shirt, tempting the eye downward to the only two buttons that 


were done up. 
Both younger males stared at each other over Davids head 
Tommy said, finally breaking the mans gaze, "Cmon, Dad Nkki wants his chair back now." 


‘Its okay," Nikki said as David turned to look at him. "You can sit there whenever you want to, Your Majesty," he 
continued, patting Tommy's father on the shoulder as he walked past 


‘As it should be," David replied, lowering his head in acceptance. "Your hospitality, Lord Nicholas, is to be 


commended." 
‘Jesus Christ, Dad," Tommy muttered 
"Careful now," Mikki chuckled, obviously hearing Tommy's curse. "Or the King will call for your head." 


‘As long as you're the executioner," Tommy quipped back softly, unable to prevent images of a different kind of 
head-taking from sliding unbidden into his mind's eye. He didn’t think he'd spoken loud enough for Nikki to hear but 
some days the man surprised hm with little comments here and there about something Tommy had said 


previously. 


"Im going out for a while," Nikki stopped at the hall fable fo collect his car keys. "Don't bother cooking for me or 


waiting up. Im not sure what time Hi be home." 


‘lm not your Jailer, Sixx," Tommy replied as he straightened his spine and crossed his arms over his chest, staring 


at the man's back in a silent challenge. 


He saw the slight hesitation as Nkkis hand hovered over the two sets of keys at his comment. Nikki snatched them 
both up and tossed the older keys to Tommy, who caught them easily. 


"You can use it whenever you need fo," Nkki said and exhaled heavily, their eyes meeting across the room. Nikki 


nodded once and left 


Tommy felt the keys in his hand He opened his fingers and stared at them in wonder as though hed been granted 
the most precious gift in the world Only now, Tommy fully understood that significance. 


The sauce was simmering, the garlic bread was in the oven and the pot was boiling, ready for the pasta to be 
added. Tommy cleaned up the counters and was in the middle of setting the table for dinner when his father 
and Nikki walked in from the backyard. 

"Hi, honey, we're home," Nikki sing-songed as they passed through the door. 

Tommy almost dropped the plates, fumbling them to the table just in time. "Shit!" he swore to himself. 

"You okay, kid?" Nikki asked, eyeing him thoughtfully as he helped David out of the light jacket he had worn. 


"What?!" he blinked at Nikki, waiting for his brain to start up again. "Um, oh! Yeah. My, ah, my hand slipped” 


Oh..okay," he smiled, the ghost of knowledge hedged in the curl of his mouth. "C'mon, old man," Nikki said, 
clapping David on his now-healed shoulder. "Let's get washed up for dinner." 


Mick and Vince had become regular visitors with the four musicians spending hours playing together and even 
writing music, and that was exciting fo be a part of 


Before this experience, Tommy had always just played familar songs he learned by following along with the radio or 
whatever was given fo him to perform by the few bands he'd been in Never before had he been asked for his 
opinion on what tempo or fills could be used on something they were creating in front of him 

Mick and Vince were respecttul of his father, if David was having an off day, they made sure to re-introduce 
themselves and follow any cues that Tommy fed them. Nikki had even provided his dad with a pair of large 
headphones fo help cancel out most of the noise so that he could stil be in the room on his good days. 

Nikki had called a band meeting at the end of their afternoon jam and had ordered pizzas to be delivered foo. 


Tommy had tried to excuse himself, thinking that the meeting was just for the others but Nkki was insistent that 
he join them affer seeing to his father's needs. 


Uh..okay," Tommy replied with a shrug and left with his father. “Hl make it quick." 

‘No need," Mick insisted, quietly. "We can wart." 

Mick, he had learned, was one person that Nikki seemed to look up to..lke some kind of big brother scenario. 
The three bade their goodnights to David before Tommy led hm away. 


He helped his father in the bathroom and made sure he took his medication, all the while listening to the low hum 


of conversation He was unable to make out what was being said but there seemed to be a lot being discussed 


between Nikki and Mick with Vince interjecting now and again 


All eyes turned his way when he reappeared after saying goodnight to his father and locking the bedroom door 
behind him. It still seemed barbaric to do so but he wasnt prepared to have another incident of his father getting 
confused and walking of f in the middle of the night, looking for his lost wife again 


"Take a seat, T," Vince said, patting the space beside hm. 


The blonde had started calling him by his initial citing that Tommy was too long some days when he was too tired 


to talk. Mick usually called him kid or drummer; not as a noun but more as a verb, 


He was kinda glad that they didn't use his name because it made the times that Nkki called him Tommy just that 
little bit special And it wasn't just the fact that he used his proper name most of the time now..i/t was more the 
inflection that he gave it 


All eyes were tured his way and he started to get nervous. Hs legs started to bounce in response and his hands 
played out a staccato rhythm on his knees 


"What's going on?" he asked, wishing he could smoke at the moment but he'd soon learned that Vince did not like 


him smoking anywhere near him, claiming it was bad for his voice. 


"We've been talking," Nikki said, indicating to the others, "and | know you and I didnt, er, meet in a conventional way, 
but." 


‘No shit, Sherlock," Tommy muttered and was pleased fo see that Nkki had the grace to shoot him an apologetic 
look 


The man was different around Mick and Vince; focused and driven when it came to the music, easy-going in 
conversation. It was the other days, the ones when he was left fo his own devices for too long, that Nikki was 
driven fo the drugs out of sheer boredom. Those were the days that he turned back into the living, breathing 
demon that hed first encountered 

"We want you to join the band," Vince blurted out, earning Nikki's relatively good-natured ire. 

"Way to fucking ruin the moment, Vinnie," Nikki growled, hurling a cushion his way. 


"You were taking too fuckin’ long," the blonde retorted "We've spoken about this for at least a week, ya know." 


"l was waiting for the right time, asshole," Nikki snarled and launched himself at Vince in fun. They ended up 
wrestling like children and both fell onto the floor, setting the coffee table and its contents skittering slightly. 


‘Jesus fucking Christ on a stick," Mick grumbled, rolling his eyes at his bandmates’ antics. "Do you want in, kid?" he 
asked Tommy, directly. "Can you put up with all their fuckery?" 


Vince and Nikki stopped squabbling on the floor and looked at Tommy. 


"Um..fuck, yeah" Tommy grinned happily until the nagging little voice in his head reminded him of his ailing father. 
"But..." His joy over the invitation was quickly replaced with disappointment. 


"But what?" Nikki asked, giving Vince a final shove as he sat on his heels 


"Well," Tommy sighed, "what do | do with my dad if we get gigs? | cant leave him home alone. And Mrs Pickering 
back home only agreed to watch him until midnight at the latest." 


Nikki nodded. 'I think | answer for the others," he said, looking at his bandmates before continuing "He can sit 
backstage behind your kit if need be. Doc can be his minder for the night." 


"No!" Tommy barked "Anyone but him." 
"What you got against Doc?" Vince asked, curiously, 


Tommy felt all eyes on him and a prickling feeling up the back of his neck at the thought of Doc watching his 
father. 


‘Ll dunno," he shrugged. 'It's..he just gives off bad vibes, ya know?! Id rather put anything | earn into hiring a proper 
carer..if thats okay with your" 


"Whatever you earn, dude," Vince said, "is yours to do with whatever you want" 

"Yeah," Nkki chuckled "Vine uses all of his to visit STD clinics around the city." 

"When he should be buying condoms in bulk," Mick added 

‘Fuck youl" Vince pointed to Nkki then to Mick, "And then fuck you!" 

"No thanks," Mek intoned "We know where your dicks been" 

Tommy tried hard to keep the laughter from bubbling out at their antics but failed 

"How about a toast?" Nkki sad, pushing up from the floor "Let me get some fresh beers. Be right back" 
Tommy surreptitiously watched Nkki leave the room, enjoying the view of his denm-clad ass as he waked away 


"l dunno what youre doing with him," Mick said, nudging Tommy with his booted foot, "but whatever it is its working 
Keep doing it, kid" 


"Huh?!" Tommy grunted "What do you mean?" 


"He hasn't been this..." the older man took a moment fo think, " present for a long time. We were worried we 


were going To lose him foo." 
Tommy looked between the two friends and saw the worry in their eyes. Vince nodded in agreement. 


"Sixx has a heart of gold when he's sober," the blonde said "Don't get me wrong, he can still get mean when he's 
angry. But get him angry when he's high and he's just plain vicious. | reckon he would slice and dice his own mom 
when high.if he could find her." 


Nikki returned carrying a new six-pack and proceeded to pull four cans free of the plastic rings. He handed one to 


each man before cracking his can open. 
‘A toast, guys," Nkki said, raising his can. "To us.fo the band..and fo our new drummer." 


Nikki winked at Tommy as all four of them took a drink, sealing the deal 


Nikki had offered to clean up after dinner while Tommy dealt with his father's nighttime routine. When he'd 
finished in the kitchen, Nikki had retreated to his bedroom, leaving the house relatively quiet for a change. 


After David was showered and in his pyjamas, Tommy settled them both in front of the television to watch 
one of his father's favourite shows. His father chuckled along with the vintage comedy whilst Tommy let his 


mind wander, unconsciously listening out for any movement from inside Nikki's bedroom. 


Tommy hoped that he didn't have to deal with the beast tonight. Today had been bad enough after Doc's visit. 
Nikki's bad days had generally happened after his manager's visit and today Tommy had unintentionally 
witnessed Doc sliding a large envelope across the kitchen table to his client and instinctively knew that it 


contained drugs; the selfsame drugs that unleashed the monster in Nikki. 


Doc gave Tommy the heebie-jeebies and he was not comfortable with him being the band's manager but, being 
the newbie and the youngest, both in age and experience, he also didn't feel as though it was his place to say 


anything. 


The Nikki that, after each of the rotund man's visits, spent days holed up in his bedroom, yelling at his 
imaginations malignant spirits, was vile and dangerous. Tommy went out of his way to avoid him as much as 


possible, all the while hoping that the other Nikki would fight his way free. 


It was the other Nikki, his true self, that Tommy enjoyed spending time with. That Nikki had the softest smile 
that changed his cold sea-green eyes into a colour that Tommy thought looked like ripening fields of wheat. 


Sober Nikki liked to sun himself like a cat during the day and Tommy had often found him on one of the sun 
lounges in the backyard. 


But it was one Nikki, in particular, that occupied Tommy's mind during the nights after that single encounter. 

The one that hid behind the screen in the dark yard after midnight, the one that was at his most vulnerable. 
That night had never been discussed since it happened and Tommy respected that spot in the garden as being 
Nikki's safe place when sober. 


But it didn't stop his imagination from running wild in those semi-conscious moments before sleep. All manner 
of scenarios had played out in his mind but his favourite one, the one that he revisited the most, making slight 


changes to the fantasy each time, was the one where their two bodies were joined and reached the pinnacle of 


pleasure together. 


A groan from his father drew his attention. Tommy didn't know how long he'd been inside his thoughts but his 
dick was throbbing slightly, seeking attention, and his father had fallen asleep. 


Tommy checked his watch and frowned when it showed that it wasn't even eight in the evening. His father's 
sleep times were becoming earlier and earlier and Tommy wasn't sure if it was the regular exercise in the 
yard, something that he wasn't able to do at their apartment, or a symptom of something more sinister. He 
was becoming considerably more concerned with his father's health of late and he made a mental note to book 
an appointment with his father's doctor in the morning. 


"C'mon, Dad," he said, touching his arm lightly. "Let's get you To bed" 


"Hmm?" David mumbled as he struggled to come awake. He blinked at Tommy for a few moments then 


swivelled his head around the room. "Wh-where am 1?!" 


"Dad," Tommy said, trying not to let the frustrated sigh colour his tone. "We're at Nikki's. We're staying here 
for a little while." 


"Who?!" David demanded loudly. "And who the hell are you?! | wanna go home. Why are you keeping me here?" 
David scrabbled away from Tommy and the perceived threat. 


"Shh, Dad," Tommy said, indicating with his hand to keep the volume down. "Nikki might be sleeping. Which is 


where you should be..in bed. C'mon" 

Tommy stood and reached for his father's arm only to have David push his arm away. 
"Don't you touch mel" David growled. "Where am I?! How did | get here?!" he yelled 
"Dad. please," Tommy pleaded 


"help! Help me," David yelled again as he started moving around the room toward the vestibule. 


"Dadl" Tommy said, trying to speak over the top of his father's yells. "You're safe..it's okay." 


Nikki's door sprung open just as David pulled back his arm and punched Tommy in the face, sending him 
sprawling onto the floor, his head filled with shards of pain. 


"Tommy!" Nikki exclaimed, rushing toward him until Tommy held up his hand. 


‘lm okay," he groaned. "Help my dad" Tommy cupped his jaw and checked the tender flesh. It wasn't the first 
time his Dad had hit him out of fear. 


"Sure?" Nikki asked. 


Tommy nodded, which immediately sent stars spinning in front of his eyes, and Nikki shifted away. Moving 
casually into the vestibule, Nikki sat down against the front door to block David's possible escape. 


"Hey, man," Nikki spoke quietly to David. "What's your name?" 

David was prowling around the vestibule, muttering to himself. Thankfully, he hadn't tried to escape anywhere 
other than into his mind. He'd often wondered what his father saw when he was in a dissociated state like he 
was at the moment. Were they real memories or just figments of his broken imagination? 

Tommy dragged himself back onto his feet and waited at the edge of the living room watching the two broken 
men curiously. His father was circling the small black-and-white tiled area and Nikki looked as though he could 
have been sitting anywhere other than the entrance to his own house, preventing a sick old man from 
escaping. 

"What's it to you?" David snapped. 

"Nothing really," Nikki responded with a casual shrug. "Just being friendly.” 


David grunted but kept walking around in circles, wringing his hands nervously. 


"You got a girl, man?" Nikki asked. Tommy, who had been watching his father closely, had noticed the small 
hesitation. Nikki must have noticed it too because he went on to ask, "Is she pretty?" 


David stopped walking. He looked at Nikki over his shoulder, completely ignoring Tommy's presence. 


"| don't have a pretty girl at the moment," Nikki said, sadly. "| don't have a cute boy either," he shifted his 


gaze toward Tommy before it slid away again, "so let me live a little through you." 


"She..she was beautiful," David said. Tommy's heart ached once again at the love that was clearly written on 
his father's face and in the tone of his voice. 


"What was her name, man?" Nikki encouraged him, talking to him as though there was not a care in the world. 


David sagged a little and Tommy knew from experience that his dad's fight or flight response to perceived 
strangers had dissipated somewhat. 


"Vassiliki Papadimitriou," his father replied, using Tommy's mother's full name. "But everyone called her Voula. 


She was Greek and didn't speak much English when we first met" 


"So you didn't talk much, huh?" Nikki asked. "I bet the body language was off the charts, though?! You let your 
hands do the talkin’, man?" He mimed the outline of a curvy woman's figure and ended the sentence with a 


dirty chuckle and his father smirked at him in reply. "I betcha she was a hot little number once you got her 
purring.” 


Tommy didn't know whether to be embarrassed or shocked by his father's enthusiastic responding nod. 


"Voula's Greek blood ran wild between the sheets," his dad replied. "Hot, tight pussy that ran slick with the 


sweetest nectar. She was a virgin when we first met. | soon changed that though!" 


The words that a child should never hear their father say about their mother. That's all Tommy needed 
tonight; his father popping a boner in front of him. 


Scandalised at the thought, Tommy couldn't help the noise that came from him, which drew Nikki's attention 
but, fortunately, his father remained lost in his memories. Nikki winked at him before returning his gaze back 


to David. 
"Did you marry her?" Nikki asked the older man, 


"Yes!" David beamed. "She was all mine then. | would have happily killed any man that went near her," he 


growled. 
"What about kids? Did you want to have any?" 


"Hmm," David hummed with a nod. "Voula wanted a dozen children," his father said. "But then we lost two 
babies. My darling Voula was heartbroken. | thought I'd lost her when we lost the second. She didn't want to 
live. Spent days..weeks in bed, sleeping and crying. | tried everything to bring her back to me." 


"That sucks, man," Nikki replied. Tommy was surprised at the genuine sympathy in Nikki's voice. "Did you keep 
trying?" 


David closed his eyes and smiled sweetly. "We were blessed with the most beautiful little boy. Thomas Lee. He 
brought my Voula back. She was vibrant again and doted on little Tommy. We weren't fortunate enough to 
have another child but we were happy.” 


Tommy sighed, dropping his head to his chest. It wasn't the first time he'd heard these stories but it didn't 
stop the sadness from engulfing him, hearing about his father's love for his lost wife and Tommy's mother. He 
missed his mom just as desperately as his father did. 


"What happened to her?" Nikki asked softly. There was a gentleness in his tone that belied the fact that only a 


few hours earlier, he was raging against his own demons. 


"She slipped away in her sleep one night," Tommy's father said shakily. "I'd gone to work early. A VIP client was 


bringing his car in early for a rush job. It was dark; | was being quiet so | didn't wake my beloved or Tommy." 
Tommy felt his heart hammering in his chest as his recollection of events played in his mind's eye. 


David made hand gestures as though he was answering the phore. "Hello? Yes, this is David Bass." The other 
side of the conversation played silently in his head. "What?!" 


Tommy felt like he was going to vomit. 
"Nol" David yelled. "No! Nonononoooooo," he wailed, falling to his knees and letting the phone fall to the floor. 


Nikki looked at Tommy, horrified, before crawling quickly across the floor to hold the elderly man as he sobbed, 
his heartbreak as real as it was the day it happened. 


Tommy was struck mute and frozen by his own pain, his memories of how he'd found his mother in bed, 


unresponsive. 


He remembered shaking his mom, trying desperately to wake her up for breakfast. Ten-year-old Tommy had 
made breakfast for his mom since she hadn't made his before school. When he couldn't wake her, Tommy 


remembered running to the neighbours, house after house, looking for help until he'd found someone. 


The rest was a blur. Snippets had come back over time; the neighbour, flashing lights, paramedics and the 
police. All the adults talking over the top of his head His father's car coming to a screeching halt and his 


father racing inside, completely ignoring his son. 


“Tommy,” Nikki hissed, bringing him back to the present. "C'mon, dude. | can't deal with all three of us going 


down in a ball of flames. Your dad's got some trangs or something?" 


Tommy swiped at the tears on his face, and in effect, swiped the bad memory away. He had no time to dwell 
on his own loss; his father needed him. He raced off to the bedroom and found the pills he'd carefully hidden 


away; from his father, and beast Nikki, as a precaution 


He shook out a pill, leaving the room to get a glass of water. Returning to his father and Nikki, Tommy was 
surprised to see that Nikki had managed to calm his father enough to be compliant with taking the medication. 


"Take him to bed," Nikki said. "Ill.um..if you're okay with him now, I'll be back out later," he said with a lick of 
his dry lips. Looking at the brunette, Tommy saw the beast lurking just behind the flimsy barrier that Nikki 
held up. 


"Sure," Tommy replied, resigned. He couldn't deny that he wasn't a little disappointed that Nikki was so easily 
swayed by his addiction in tough times. Nikki pushed from his knees and helped David stand. Tommy noticed the 


shaking in Nikki's hands as he reached for the older man. 


Once Tommy was standing and supporting his father, Nikki gave David a heartfelt hug, saying softly, "Take 
care, man," before he addressed Tommy with a tilt of his head, "You too, Thomas Lee Bass." 


He watched Nikki walk to his bedroom door, and brush a hand over the bullet hole before shutting it firmly 
behind him. Tommy didn't know what to make of the Nikki that had unexpectedly been revealed to him but he 
didn't have time to contemplate it just then as his father started to rapidly sag in his arms from the 
tranquilliser. 

"C'mon, Dad," he said, guiding his father toward his room. "Time for bed." 

"Tommy?" 


"Yeah, Dad. It's me." 


"You're a good boy, Tommy. Mama would be so proud of you." His father reached up and patted his cheek, the 


one that he had hit in terror not more than twenty minutes earlier, making Tommy wince in pain. 


"I hope so, Dad, | hope so," Tommy said, sadly. "Are you proud of me, papa?" he asked, slipping into the Greek 
of his childhood 


"Hmm?" David replied, fading behind his broken thoughts again. 


we 
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Chapter 09 
| Knew It All Along That It Wasn't Enough 
Nikki POV 


Nikki emerged from his bedroom hours after the old man's..would it be considered a breakdown if he was 


already broken? The house was dark and relatively quiet apart from the sound of the old man's snores. 


He was conflicted. Nikki's demon had wanted to take him down into oblivion, to forget the scene and the people 


involved and to come around only when things were back to relative normal. 


It was his true self that needed to ponder things a little more. New information had come to light tonight 
which had coloured the page just a little more where Tommy was concerned. It had been painful to watch 
David's heartbreak and, by the total absence of any information input from Tommy, Nikki guessed that he had 
been the one to find his mother. Nikki's estimation of Tommy had increased tenfold tonight. 


Up until his whacked-out brain had come up with this ludicrous idea of exacting retribution for the break-and- 
enter, Nikki had absolutely no concept of how a healthy parent/child relationship should look 


His own parents had shown little interest in him as a child. With no other option available, Nikki's grandmother 
and grandfather had taken him into their home and done the best they could with raising him. He had no clue 


where his parents were these days and had even less interest in gaining that knowledge. 


His grandmother had passed away a few years ago, so now the only family he had, that he still had any kind of 
interaction with, was his grandfather whom he hadn't spoken to in ages. Nikki had made a mental note to call 


Tom the next day, finally starting to understand the way time and old age could rob a person of their family. 


Tonight, Nikki had been tempted to disappear into a black-out-inducing high but something in him resisted with 
enough strength that he took enough just to relax his nerves and quell the need a little. He'd topped that up 
with a fair amount of alcohol as well, which was why he was now roaming the darkened house. He was on the 


hunt for a new bottle of booze. 


Stumbling into the kitchen, Nikki headed to the now-organised pantry to see if he could find something. His 
house was the cleanest and tidiest it had been in a long while and it felt..good. It made him want to keep it like 
that too. 


The living room, however, was a different matter. It had become their rehearsal space since Tommy had 

moved his drums up from the garage and Nikki's amp and guitars littered most of the rest of the area Even 
Mick had brought over one of his preferred amps to leave since he and Vince were there so frequently. Nikki 
knew they'd have to move to rehearsal rooms or a bar sometime soon but, for now, it felt comfortable being 


at home. 


Finding the familiar square shape of a bottle of Jack, Nikki drew it carefully out of the pantry and closed the 
door. He was about to head back to his room when something out in the backyard caught his eye. The cherry- 
red end of Tommy's cigarette. Nikki smiled to himself and tightened the hold on the bottle of dark liquid. 


True fo form , Nikki thought. He'd noticed that Tommy had a nightly routine of going out into the yard to have 
one last cigarette before going to bed. 


Reaching for two clean glasses, Nikki tucked the bottle under his arm and headed outside as silently as possible. 
Tommy still had his face upturned to the sky as he had the first night and was humming one of the songs 
they'd been writing this week. His bare feet were hitting the imagined kick-pedals and his fingers drummed 
against his thighs. 


Nikki snuck up behind him, too close he realised when he felt Tommy's dark curls caress his bare belly. Tommy 
hadn't heard him or felt his presence so he took a reluctant step back and cleared his throat, making it look as 


though he'd just walked out. 
"Jesus, Sixx," Tommy gasped. "You're always fuckin’ sneaking up on me, man" 


‘Sorry..you were humming. You didn't hear me, is all," Nikki said and placed the glasses on the table. "I think we 
both deserve a drink tonight." 


"Haven't you had enough tonight?" Tommy asked archly. 


Nikki tched and shook his head. "Not of what you're thinking of," he said, pouring two generous servings of 
alcohol. He sat in the seat closest to Tommy with a sigh, dragging another closer with his feet and propping 
them up to recline a little. "May 1?" he asked, reaching for Tommy's pack of cigarettes, leaving his hand 
hovering over the pack, waiting for permission. "I kinda had my hands full," Nikki said in a way of explanation 


"Have at it, man," Tommy said. "Cheers," he added softly and picked up the glass as Nikki lit the cigarette, 


blowing the initial smoke up toward the stars. 
Nikki tossed the lighter down and raised his glass in response, gently clicking the edges together. "Cheers, man," 
he returned. He'd never seen Tommy drink anything but beer but after tonight, Nikki figured the kid deserved 


something a bit stronger. 


Apart from the hiss of cigarettes being drawn upon and Tommy's gasp as the Jack burned its initial way down 
his throat, they sat in relatively comfortable silence. 


"Umm..." 
"| guess..." 
They both stopped speaking at the same time and then apologised at the same time with easy chuckles. 


"You go," Nikki said, taking a sip of his drink. His belly was doing curious things at the moment and he wanted to 
sit with that for the moment. 


"About tonight," Tommy started to say, his voice a little shaky. "I just-" 
"You don't have to say anything..if you don't want to," Nikki said, interrupting Tommy's hesitant sentence. 


| want to, though," Tommy said, shifting forward in his seat to rest his elbows on his knees. "I want to say 


thank you for..you know..helping with Dad tonight." 


Nikki nodded with a small grunt of acknowledgement. "Does he get that bad often? | guess what I'm trying to 
ask is how often do you get punched like that?" 


Nikki noticed that Tommy took a larger mouthful of his drink. "Depends on where he goes, mentally. Let's just 
say tonight wasn't the first time." 


"Dude..." Nikki said. "And me bringing up your mom..that didn't-." 


"No. Most days Mom is a happy memory for him," Tommy said, pulling on his cigarette. "You can't plan for bad 
days, unfortunately. You just have to roll with the-." 


"Don't say it," Nikki interrupted with a snort and Tommy chuckled wryly beside him. 
There was a moment of silence before Nikki asked, "So did it really all go down that way? With your mom?" He 


chanced a look toward the drummer. Tommy's head had dropped between his shoulders, his long hair falling 


forward to cover his face and Nikki's fingers itched to brush it back so that he could see him clearly. 


Tommy's legs had started their staccato bouncing again and Nikki wondered if it was purely agitation or 
whether he was hearing the beat in his head. Without any conscious thought this time, Nikki reached over and 
placed his hand on the knee closest to him, feeling the energy coiled in the muscle beneath his palm. "You can 


tell me to back the fuck off, ya know." 


"Dad had gone to work early, which wasn't uncommon," Tommy said in a quiet tone. "He was the head mechanic 
at the time and was well-regarded by the owner and the customers. He knew his shit and never talked down to 


the car owners." 
Tommy drained his glass and Nikki regretfully shifted his hand to refill both glasses. 


"So Dad had left early, and..," Tommy continued. "I dunno.. think | must have heard him leaving or something. 
Anyway, | got myself dressed for school and..and Mom was usually down in the kitchen, making a hot 
breakfast, but this day..she wasn't. So | poured out some cereal and ate it while watching the cartoons." 


Nikki let Tommy talk, somehow knowing he needed to get it off his chest. This kid wasn't like him; he had 
parents that had loved him and that love had been ripped away, suddenly and brutally. Nikki's parents had 
barely even acknowledged him as a child and he'd been spending his time on and around the streets, living by 


his wits, by the time he was fifteen 


Nikki was sure he'd still be out there now if it hadn't been for his music. If it hadn't been for Doc discovering 
him, taking him under his wing, and guiding him through finding a band, helping them get out on the road..the 


list would have gone on and on 


He owed everything he had now to Doc..including his addictions. He wasn't that stupid not to have added that to 
his list. But it wasn't gratitude for that. Maybe he was grateful for the initial numbness after Robbie's death 
but now it was disgust; at Doc for keeping him high and biddable to him and himself, for not being strong 
enough to say no, for letting the demon, the beast he'd become, rule his life. How he wished he had something 


to give him the courage to slay the beast once and for all, 


"She still wasn't down when | finished," Tommy continued with his story, drawing Nikki's attention back to him. 
Tommy drained his glass again and reached for the bottle. Nikki didn't attempt to stop him. He knew what it 

was like to need to dull the pain. "So | went up to see if | could wake her. She looked so pretty, lying there but 
when | touched her face," Tommy whimpered a little, "she was cold to touch. So l..so | pulled up the covers to 


try to warm her up a little." 


Nikki reached out and placed his hand on the back of Tommy's neck in an attempt to comfort him. The beast 
was snapping and snarling at being confined for so long but for a change, Nikki had something more important 
that needed his attention. Reaching for the glass with his free hand, Nikki took a deep swallow of the dark 
liquid. 


"Mom had passed in her sleep," Tommy said, his voice rough, clogged with held-back tears and slurred from 
the liquor. Nikki could feel the tension beneath his fingers, in the younger man's neck. He pressed his thumb 


into the taut muscle and moved it in slow circles. "The death certificate said it was an aneurysm. The doctors 
said that she wouldn't have even known that it was there. | think that not being able to say goodbye to Mom 


was the trigger for Dad's disease." 
"Fuck, man," Nikki murmured. 


Tommy reached for his glass and upended it into his mouth. With the movement of his head, Nikki's fingers 


were trapped but Tommy didn't seem to notice or care. 
"Slow down, kid," he said. "Or I'll be dragging you to your bed." 


"And I'd let you," Tommy exhaled softly with that slight cat-like purr thing he had going on some days. And 


also like a contented feline, he arched his neck into Nikki's touch. 


‘Careful what you wish for, kid," he thought to himself. Though he had to admit his cock was thinking that it 
was a mighty fine idea right now. The brush of Tommy's dark, loose curls against the back of his hand was as 
intoxicating as the Jack Daniels they were drinking and Nikki fought the compulsion to rub the strands between 
his fingers. 


He'd seen some of the glances Tommy had sent his way when he thought he wasn't looking and he had to 


admit to doing the same recently. 


Whereas Robbie had been shorter than him and definitely stockier, his muscled bulk had been a welcomed 
weight, easily pinning Nikki to the mattress, floor, walls, hood of the car, bathroom cubicle, dressing room or 


any number of alleyways, with ease. 


In contrast, Tommy's lean frame stood slightly taller than Nikki himself. He had a megawatt smile and a 
deliciously wicked sense of humour and Nikki had taken to wondering what Tommy's long limbs would feel like 
wrapped around him. Those musing had become more and more frequent of late..and it scared him a little, 


usually quelling those nerves by disappearing into the oblivion that heroin afforded him. 


Tommy's skills on the drums were next level: his playing was natural, fluid and effortless. Mick and Vince 
seemed to like him too and Nikki was well aware that Mick was notoriously hard to please. Even Doc seemed 


happy that the band had survived and, this week, had promised that he would start taking bookings again. 


Nikki also admired the way that Tommy coped with taking care of his father. The old man had gotten beneath 
his defences and was usually easy to talk to. Nikki had learned to keep the conversations easygoing, following 
whatever path that David's mind led him down. Some days were reasonably bland yet others were very 
entertaining, like the day the old man had declared himself King and claimed Nikki's chair as his throne. 


"God..that feels good," Tommy murmured, his voice deep and low, slightly gravelled by the alcohol and 


cigarettes. 


Nikki smiled to himself, thinking about how he'd like to hear more of that husky purr. He ventured to stroke 
his fingers lightly against the column of Tommy's neck and grit his teeth to stop himself from dragging the 


younger man closer to bury his nose into his hair.. 
"Sixx," Tommy said, breaking into Nikki's lurid thoughts. 


"Hmm?" Nikki hummed and Tommy tilted his head to face him. His angular features were highlighted in the soft 
moonlight. 


"How long do | have to stay here?" 
Nikki's fingers hesitated and he asked, "Do | need to help you to bed?" 
"No, | mean..how long are you going to keep me and my dad here?" 


"Oh," Nikki replied quietly and removed his hand from beneath the warmth of Tommy's curls. He didn't answer 


immediately but chose to pour a way-too-generous amount of the JD into his glass. 


He hadn't thought about them leaving. When the other him had issued that edict that Tommy and his father 
had to work off the damage, it was off the cuff without forethought of what would happen after the month- 


long servitude . 


If the truth is known, if Tommy hadn't been so intriguing he probably would have kicked their asses to the 


curb after the first week, without compulsion or consideration of David's mental state. 


"| don't really wanna go back to that shithole," Tommy said. "But we can't stay here either. | rang Mrs 
Pickering today and the landlord said that if we don't go back then he's gonna cancel our lease. I'm okay with 
being homeless and sleeping rough. l'm young enough and can defend myself..but not with Dad the way he is." 
Tommy fell silent for a moment. 


"You don't have to go," Nikki said, his voice barely audible, so soft that it even surprised him that he'd spoken 
What the fuck, Sixx, his beast growled in his head. 


Shit!" he said, swiveling to face Nikki further. "l-I didn't say all of that to..you know..forcing you into letting us 
stay and all” 


"Relax, kid," Nikki chuckled. "I mean, we will start earning some money soon if Doc comes through with the 


planned gigs around town. So you'll be able to get your own apartment or whatever one day.” 


"You think thatll happen?" Tommy asked. 


"The bank still owns more of this place than | do," Nikki grinned, "but | can say it's mine. | can do what | like 


without having to worry about landlords and shit like that.” 


"It would be nice to keep sleeping in a bed instead of our old beat-up couch," Tommy sighed. “But..what about 
Dad? You don't want another episode like tonight. What happens if The Beast is around when it happens next? | 
can't lose him too!" The last sentence came out slightly strangled. He surprised Nikki by suddenly standing and 
walking to the edge of the yard. 


Nikki felt lost as to what to say. He couldn't say what would happen the next time, and he knew that it wasn't 
a matter of if, it was a matter of when David and his alter ego met again. Nikki knew he wouldn't deliberately 
hurt the old man when sober but there was no telling what his other side would do. 


But..he'd also grown very used to having company in the house. At first, it had been annoying watching relative 
strangers touch his belongings, especially the incident with Robbie's car but seeing the order that Tommy and 
his father had brought to his house had been comforting and a welcome change to the chaos that had reigned 


supreme until then. 


Nikki raked his eyes over Tommy's bare shoulders and back, the moonlight accentuating the dips and hollows of 
the young muscles as Tommy stared out down the slight valley. He squeezed his legs together and felt a 
welcome throb in answer. His hand shook as he reached for the bottle, bypassing the glasses, and rose from 


his seat. 


He padded quietly over to where Tommy stood and stopped as close as he would allow himself to, behind the 
brunette. Nikki's nostrils twitched at the faint scent coming on the evening breeze from the boy; a little sweat 
from this evening's altercation, cigarettes and alcohol, a barely-there smell of day-old deodorant with a musky 


male undertone. 


Tommy, sensing Nikki's presence, looked over his shoulder. Their eyes met and held, and Nikki's world tilted a 


little more on its axis. 


Tommy's tongue danced over his bottom lip and Nikki felt his breath catch in the back of his throat as the 
realisation hit him of how much he actually wanted to kiss the boy. It terrified him..out he still wanted it to 
happen. 


Reaching out with his free hand, he skimmed a fingertip over the ball of Tommy's shoulder, the warmth of his 
skin melting his seemingly frozen digits. He heard Tommy's shaky breath as Nikki slowly traced the line of 


muscle, under Tommy's hair to his neck where he'd been before. 


Nothing was said between the two, nothing needed to be said and the only sound Nikki could hear was the 
thrum of his blood in his ears and Tommy's heavy, ragged breathing. He slowly ran the wide pad of his thumb 
down the centre of Tommy's back, feeling every bump and nodule of the lithe man's spine until he reached the 
waistband of his loose sweats. Nikki found the boy's angel's kiss, the small indents on either side of his spine, 
and placed his thumb in one and a finger in the other, swirling the digits in gentle little circles. 


The heady aroma of Tommy's rising musk reached Nikki's nostrils and he smiled a little. It was gratifying to 
know that the brunette was receptive to his touch; or that at least he hadn't run in horror from him. 


"Sixx?!" Tommy whispered, just short of a plea. 


Nikki replied with a soft, "Shhh," as he placed the bottle of Jack to his lips and tipped some into his mouth 
before setting the bottle on the capping of his fence. 


Nikki felt the burn of alcohol on his tongue as he held it in his mouth, letting it infuse into his taste buds, 
exhaling through his nostrils and having it appease his beast somewhat, with the feeling of breathing fire. 


Pressing his fingers a little harder into Tommy's back and hearing the younger man groan lightly, Nikki trailed 
his hand from Tommy's lower back to his hip as he shifted in front of the attractive brunette. 


Tommy's chest heaved and his dark eyes, which held no fear, watched Nikki closely. Tommy had jammed his 
hands into the pockets of his sweats, curling them into fists, in a hope, Nikki assumed, to disguise his growing 


erection. There would be no hiding from him allowed though. 


Nikki would give anything to slide his hand into Tommy's pants and feel the measure of the tantalising 
appendage. But he didn't want to scare him either. He'd seen enough fear in the boy's eyes early on, directed 
his way..and he hadn't liked it. 


His alter-ego, however, had loved every moment of Tommy's fear, just as it had savoured David's initial fear. 


Nikki had noticed idly in the past couple of weeks that David, even in Nikki's wildest beast moments since the 
first day, had never feared him again. It was as though the old man could see beneath the mask; he could see 


the real Nikki, the sad, confused and desperately lonely Nikki. 


Finally allowing the liquor to trickle down the back of his throat, Nikki placed his lips against Tommy's shoulder, 
allowing the tip of his tongue to graze over the skin as he left a trail of small kisses up to his neck. The boy's 
taste was fresh and clean, as sweet as the night air that caressed their skin. Nikki found the point where the 
blood pulsed close to the surface, throbbing heavily against his lips, and he spent long moments gently 
mouthing over the spot. 


Tommy purred somewhere between his throat and chest, and Nikki felt the vibrations through his lips. Nikki's 
mind whirled with fleeting images of Tommy sprawled on his bed, writhing as Nikki paid homage to his body. 


He was torn between taking more and fleeing in terror at the depth of his need. 


MORE! The word roared in his head. 


Nikki eased forward; his hand on Tommy's hip shifted again to splay across his lower spine, drawing him even 
closer. Tommy grunted at the contact of his hardened cock against Nikki's lower belly. His own dick wept within 
his shorts, aching to be touched by the other man 


Nikki placed his other hand over Tommy's pectoral muscle, gently cupping and squeezing the firmness, whilst 
his lips explored up the column of the younger man's throat. Using his teeth, Nikki nibbled on the shell of 
Tommy's ear as his thumb brushed over the dusky nipple that had peaked into a hard nub in his palm. 


Nikki's heart was hammering in his ears; he was terrified. Terrified of how easy it would be to take Tommy 
here and now. But he didn't want that. Oh, he wanted Tommy in the worst possible way but he didn't want it to 
be just a quick fuck for bodily pleasure. 


He was also terrified about falling for someone again and losing them. He didn't think he would survive another 


loss like Robbie. 


Deep in his core, Nikki knew that Tommy was going to be a significant force in his life going forward and, if 
that was true, then he didn't want to fuck that up, in any way, shape or form. 


| want to kiss you," Nikki said against Tommy's ear and he felt the man shudder against him. He held their 
hard cocks between their bodies. The insistent throb of the drummer's dick was intoxicating and Nikki, caught 
by surprise, inhaled sharply when Tommy pressed against him a little harder. The shuddery breath that stole 
from his lips, ghosted across Tommy's ear. "Do you want me to kiss you, baby?" 


Tommy's breathing had become erratic, the little purr in his throat faltered as his Adam's Apple bobbed up 


and down. He whimpered in the affirmative. 
"You need to say it, Tommy," Nikki said. "I need to know that you know what you're getting into." 
Please," he said hoarsely. "| want you to kiss me, Sixx. And | want more-." 


He didn't hesitate. He took Tommy's mouth with his quickly, Nikki stopped him from asking for more, asking for 
something that Nikki couldn't give him at the moment. 


Nikki slid the tip of his tongue across the seam of Tommy's lips and the younger man groaned as he gave 
permission by opening up to Nikki. The heady taste of cigarettes and alcohol, and Tommy's unique flavours, 
filled Nikki's senses and left him giddy. 


He felt Tommy's hands on his hips, his fingers digging in painfully to the tender flesh as Nikki carded his 
fingers through the deliciously soft, dark curls. They felt like everything he'd dreamt of recently, and more. 
Tommy shuddered in his arms again as he tugged gently on the silky strands, controlling the brunette's head 
to seek out the perfect angle. 


The need for oxygen was the only thing that forced Nikki to relinquish Tommy's provocative mouth, leaving 
them both panting, breathless. He groaned when Tommy moved his hand down into the limited space between 


them and squeezed Nikki's length. 


"Please, Sixx," the younger man breathed. "| want you." Tommy squeezed him again, rubbing his thumb over the 


sensitive head covered by the now-damp fabric of his shorts. 

Nikki inhaled a shaky breath, curling his fingers into Tommy's hair tighter still, hoping that the pain would stop 
the sweet torture. He wanted Tommy just as bad but he didn't want a quick fuck in the backyard while both 
of them were drunk and still dealing with the scene in the house earlier. 

There were decisions to be made; both personal and in regard to the band. 


He needed to know that Tommy understood exactly what he needed for himself also. 


| want you, too, baby," Nikki said, releasing his hold on Tommy's hair, bringing them down to cup his cheeks 
and resting his forehead against Tommy's. "But we can't tonight." 


"What?! No..no, please," Tommy begged. 


"Shh, just listen to me for a minute," Nikki said, smoothing his thumb across Tommy's bottom lip. "I think you 
can feel just how much | want you right now, but." he said, rolling his hips against his slim counterpart, "we 
really need to think this through. | can't have you maybe thinking you love me and then changing your mind 
and quitting the band if things turn south." 


Tommy stilled, his eyes blowing wide. "You..you think I'm some fucking simp with a schoolgirl crush?! Fuck you, 


Sixx!" He wrenched out of Nikki's hold and turned his back to him. 

"Shit," Nikki cursed softly. "I didn't mean it like that, Tommy.” 

"Then what did you mean, Sixx?" Tommy turned to face him. "I mean..you get me all hot and bothered, telling 
me you want me so that my dick is fuckin’ rock hard for you," he gripped his cock and shook it at Nikki, "and 


you tell me not now ?!" 


Nikki sighed, rubbing his hand over his face and leaned against the fence, reaching for the bottle of Jack 


Daniels again. 
Nice one, asshole, he cursed himself as he took a slug from the bottle. 
‘Ive seen the way you look at me, Tommy," Nikki said, picking absently at the label. He was about to take a 


fucking huge leap of faith and be as honest as he had ever been with someone, including Robbie. He looked up 
and met the dark eyes watching him carefully. 


"Some days it frightens me. | thought I'd fallen in love with someone," he swallowed heavily around the name 

that was going to come out of his mouth next, "with Robbie..but it didn't work out. All | was left with was a 

broken band, a broken heart and a drug addiction. lm fuckin’ terrified of that happening again..coz, next time... 
don't think I'd survive it" 


"Well, | think its too early to be talking about marriage and children," Tommy said quietly, the previous tension 
in his voice was no longer there and Nikki huffed out a relieved breath. "But..shit..'m not Robbie, Nikki." 


Oh, how he loved the way Tommy said his name. It sent a little curl of something through him. 


| was hopin’ that our dicks would become very good friends tonight," the younger man chuckled lightly. "He's 
not happy with me or you right now." 


"Do you want me to..?" Nikki shrugged, letting his words fall off into the night. 


"No," Tommy said, taking a step closer. "I think I'll go rub one out in the shower while | think of you kissing me 


again" 


Nikki turned his face toward his houseguest and smiled softly. "Ill probably do something similar after..well, 
after taking something to help me sleep." He lowered his gaze and screwed up his face, suddenly feeling 
disgusted in himself for sullying the moment with his need for a hit. It was getting noticeably stronger and the 


beast was starting to tear down the walls. 


"Do it beforehand," Tommy said, plucking the bottle from Nikki's hand. "Maybe you won't need anything else 
after this," he held the bottle aloft, "and blowin’ your load to help you sleep." He gave Nikki a pointed look 
before turning toward the house with the bottle in his hand. 


"Tommy?" Nikki called. 
"Yeah?" 


"Kiss me again..so that | have your taste on my tongue when | cum?" Nikki asked, hesitantly. He felt weak and 
pathetic pleading for such a simple but somehow significant thing. 


The night brightened just a little for Nikki when Tommy nodded and smiled, stepping closer to him, waiting 
expectantly. Nikki stood and leaned toward the brunette, sliding a hand around his waist and pulling him tight 
against him. "Dream of me," Nikki murmured before touching his mouth to Tommy's and kissing him deeply, 


longingly, before Tommy pulled away and walked into the house, taking the Jack Daniels with him. 


Nikki was left feeling alone and a little cold, but he wasn't ready to go inside just yet. Flopping into one of the 
chairs close by, he drew his knees up, sandwiching his angry dick between his stomach and his thighs as he 
contemplated what had happened tonight. 


He'd taken a huge fuckin’ chance on seducing Tommy like that, and he'd hated that he'd called it off before it 
even got started but they had so much to talk about before either of them ventured any further forward 


personally. 

He started feeling the trembling in his body before nausea swirled ominously in his gut. He'd put off his next 
hit for way too long and now the alcohol had been taken from him too. Was this someone's way of telling him 
that it was time to fight back against his addictions, against the beast that lurked dangerously close to the 
surface? Was he ready to seek the help he needed? 


Was it time to start living again? 


~ Ke 
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Chapter 10 
A Kiss You Can't Forget 
Tommy POV 


Tommy fell into bed after his shower and an orgasm that left him breathless and boneless. He had checked on 
his father before the shower so that he could do exactly what he just did, collapse onto the bed. 


He expected to be asleep as soon as his head touched the pillow but he lay in the dark, arm pillowed behind his 
head as he thought about Nikki and his kisses. When Nikki had laid his hand on Tommy's leg while he was 
talking, it had taken all his concentration to keep relating the story of his mom's death. 


Then when Nikki had made the comment about dragging him to bed, Tommy had thought his head was going to 
explode with the images that flashed through his brain. He'd almost died when he'd heard himself blurt out 
that he would let Nikki do exactly that. Even now his face heated up in remembrance. 


Tommy had been seeing a different side to Nikki recently, especially when he was around his dad, and the allure 
of a sober, playful Nikki was intense. 


He certainly hadn't been expecting the intense sexuality of the older man tonight. Tommy felt his dick twitch 
again as he relived Nikki's touch, his kisses, the feel of Nikki's hard cock against his own. 


But the thing that had broken through Tommy's already weakening defences the most was the way Nikki had 
asked for a final kiss and his request that Tommy dream of him. How could the one mind and body house both 
beast and tender heart? 


In the still of the witching hour, Tommy heard Nikki return through the backdoor moments before the thud of 
the bedroom door across the other side of the house. Over their time living in Nikki's house, Tommy had 
learned that the soundproofing in the house was pitiful and that if he was in the kitchen he could hear Nikki in 


his ensuite. 


Should I? Tommy thought to himself as he contemplated leaving his room to go stand in the kitchen. His dick 
twitched in encouragement and he growled softly, the noise rumbling deep in his throat at the thought of Nikki 


naked, slick with water and soap, stroking his hard cock. 
' want you." 
‘1 want you, too, baby." 


Nikki's words echoed in his head; the way he called Tommy baby sent his stomach into all kinds of knots that 
had nothing to do with the amount of Jack he'd drunk. Tommy found himself creeping to his bedroom door, 
making sure it was unlocked and open a little on the off-chance that Nikki might make a visit to his room. 


He hesitated in the doorway when he heard Nikki's shower start. 


"What are you, a peeping Tommy?" he muttered to himself with a snort of wry amusement at the alteration 


to the usual phrase but he couldn't seem to make himself turn around. 


His fate was sealed when “oh, fuck, yeah," echoed from across the house and Tommy drew in a shaky breath, 
releasing it slowly as he imagined himself sharing the shower with Nikki. He stood frozen as the noise of the 

groans melded perfectly with the water. His cock was letting him know that it wanted to play again too, as it 

tapped against his lower belly. Tommy mewled softly, absently stroking himself through the fabric. 


He eyed his bed speculatively and figured that if he left his door open wide, he'd still be able to hear and be 
comfortable. He hurried to the bed and grabbed his pillow, throwing it down to the bottom end so that his 
head would be closer to the door. Climbing onto the bed, he pushed his sweats down to his knees before 
wrapping one hand around his now eager dick, while the other reached between his legs to fondle his balls. 


Nikki didn't seem to want to muffle his words or moans as they floated easily across the empty rooms. It was 
as though the darkened house was complicit in pushing the sounds toward Tommy's ears. 


Tommy set a rhythm that suited his need, his body having been primed with his previous orgasm. This time, 
he soon found himself close to losing control due to his already hyper-charged skin and the added stimulation 
of accidentally being privy to Nikki's lust ridden cries. 

‘Mmmm, yeah, baby. Just like that." 


Tommy closed his eyes and Nikki's green eyes appeared before him. He imagined them closing in delight as 


Tommy stroked Nikki's cock, doing to himself what he wanted to do to the brunette on the other side of the 


house. 
"Ohhh..fuck that feels good." 


"God..Nikki, you're so hard," Tommy muttered to his dream man as he squeezed himself through his fingers. "I 
want to feel you in me, babe," he murmured as fingered his hole, using his own precum to moisten the digits 


first. 


Tommy gasped as his finger pushed through the first ring of muscle and he worked himself open to the 
echoes of a long, drawn out moan from Nikki's side of the house. "That's it, baby. | want more. | want all of it," 


he murmured. 


If Tommy didn't harbour so many insecurities and doubts over what was happening between him and Nikki, if 
he had the balls to do what he wanted to do instead of lying in his bed with is balls in his hand, then he'd get 
right up, march across the house, slide into that shower with him and take what he wanted. "Nikki," he groaned 


as his hand flew up and down on himself. Tommy was getting close. 


"Unnngh. fuck," Nikki's return moan floated into his room as if in answer to Tommy's incantation. "Baby, l'm 


gonna..ughh. Fuck! Unghhh..." 


Tommy heard Nikki's release and wished that he could have witnessed it himself, to be the cause of it, but he 
could only imagine the green eyes watching him, screwing up at the last moment as he fell into his release, the 
way his body would clench around his cock as he pumped rope after rope of his jizz over Tommy's belly or 


onto the bedding. 


He wanted to lick Nikki all over; down his throat to his chest to make his nipples come alive, before leaving a 
wet trail down the centre of his chest to delve into his belly button, through the crease of his ass to feast 
on the forbidden flavours hidden between those lush ass cheeks, behind his balls and up his cock just in time 
to swallow him whole as he came. Tommy purred in the back of his throat as he thought about how sweet 


Nikki would taste. 


He was rock hard thinking about all the things he wanted to do with the sexy brunette, to sink himself deep 
within that juicy, meaty ass or have Nikki ram his massive cock into him over and over again Tommy wanted 


it all, 


He felt the familiar curl deep in his belly, coming at him like a freight train and, for the second time that 
night, Tommy came with Nikki's name on his lips as his balls contracted hard up against his body and his seed 


spilled over his fingers, leaving silvery, creamy trails over his belly. 


Tommy closed his eyes only to see the sparkle of a million shards of light behind them. His lungs burned from 
the exertion and his spent dick twitched in the final throes of discharge. 


Forcing his limbs to relax a little after the rigour of his orgasm, Tommy groaned as his legs straightened. He 
huffed out an exhausted breath and realised that the box of tissues were at the other end of the bed. "God 


damn it," he muttered. 


A throaty chuckle reached his ears, much closer than Tommy was expecting. He sat up in surprise and looked 


toward the door, half expecting Nikki to be standing there watching him. 


His doorway was empty but he heard the soft snick of Nikki's bedroom door closing. He smiled to himself and 
slowly pulled himself up into a sitting position, or at least the best he could without leaving thick, globulous 
drops of cum over the sheets. He reached for the tissues and wiped himself clean, tossing the soggy mess 
into the small trash bin in the bathroom. He was parched, and after washing his hands, he dipped his head 
beneath the faucet and drank from the flow of water. 


He looked at himself in the mirror and grinned sleepily at his reflection. He yawned, a long, jaw-cracking one 


that seemed to never end. He was absolutely spent. 


Tommy left the bathroom and went to the bedroom door. He leaned against the jamb for a moment and 
whispered, "Dream of me," repeating Nikki's words back to him, even though he knew the older man couldn't 


hear him. 
Tommy sighed, closed the door and crawled into bed for the second time that night. 


"Goodnight, Nikki," Tommy whispered into his pillow and closed his eyes, falling asleep almost instantly. 


A mighty crash woke Tommy the next morning leaving him in confusion and a state of panic. He should be used 
to strange sounds around this place, especially if Nikki was high and in a rage. But there was no bellow of rage 
to follow or any further loud noises so Tommy just assumed his father was up and had knocked something 


over in confusion 


Tommy got out of bed and padded into the small bathroom attached to the bedroom and relieved his bladder. 
He flushed and washed his hands before leaving the ensuite. He checked the time and was surprised to find 
that he'd slept in significantly later than he normally would. His father was probably pissed that he was still 
locked in the bedroom next to his. Tommy took the cord from around his neck, readying himself to face 


whatever mood his father was in and opened his door. 


"Dad, l'm sor-," he said, stopping short when he saw his father's door open. He hurried into the other room 
but found it empty. "No..not again," he groaned as his mind and heart started to race. 


Barrelling out of the small hallway, Tommy had missed the sounds coming from the kitchen until he was 
standing in the doorway, staring at both his father and Nikki attempting to make pancakes together. Tommy 


almost fell to his knees in relief. 


"Good morning, young man," his father greeted him with a polite smile, but with no recognition in his eyes. "Can 


| get you a table for one?" 


"Ahh..sure, thanks," Tommy said, his voice coming out a little shaky and broken. He flicked a look toward Nikki 
as his father pulled out a seat for him at the kitchen table for him. 


"| couldn't sleep," Nikki said with a small shrug, "and | heard the old man trying to get out. So | unlocked the 
door." He turned back to the stove and tested the heat in the pan before dropping some batter into it. "He was 
dressed already and | tried to look for his meds too. But | couldn't find them and you were sleeping peacefully. 
He's fine." Nikki indicated to David, "just time travelling a little." Nikki fluttered his hand around his head a little. 


"Coffee, Sir?" David asked, bringing the pot of coffee to the table. Four mismatched place settings had been laid 


very precisely, and David turned the mug over and waited. 


"Um..thanks," Tommy replied to both his father and to Nikki. "Why four?" he mouthed to Nikki who shrugged at 
him in answer and pointed to his father. Tommy nodded in understanding and made a mental note to issue out 


his father's tablets after breakfast. 
"Cream and sugar?" 


"I hear tell he likes two servings of cream.especially in the middle of the night,” Nikki said, casting an arched 


eyebrow and a dirty smirk over his shoulder Tommy's way. 


Tommy's eyes widened and his face flushed red before he ducked his head in embarrassment. Nikki had heard 
him! So he knew Tommy had been listening to him also. Oh, God.. Tommy thought to himself as he felt parts of 
his body sit up and take notice. Not again! 


"How..." Tommy had to clear his throat when the word broke a little, sending his embarrassment skyrocketing 
again. "How did you unlock the door when | had the key?" He fingered the chain around his neck 


"| picked the lock," Nikki shrugged as he loaded the last of the cooked pancakes onto a plate. "You think a locked 
door in my own home is going to stop me, Tommy?" The undertone to the question set Tommy's blood on fire. 
" You lock your Dad in to keep him safe, not to keep me out." 


"And you went through our stuff? Looking for Dad's tablets?" Tommy asked. The plate that Nikki placed in the 
middle of the table was stacked high with odd shaped and sized morsels of cooked batter. 


‘Its my house, babe," Nikki said simply. "And don't give me shit about the pancakes. It's been a few years since 
I've cooked them." He sat down beside Tommy, his leg brushing against Tommy's as he propped his chin on his 
hand. "Dig in. Um..waiter?!" 


"Yes, chef?!" 


"IFs closing time," Nikki said. "Time for you to take a break and eat. That's your payment for your excellent 
work today." 


"Yes, chef," David replied with a beaming smile. 


Tommy dished himself some of the pancakes out onto his plate before smothering them with maple syrup, just 
the way he liked them. "I'm sorry you had to deal with..all that," Tommy said as Nikki and David served 


themselves. "Were you..um..." 


"Was | high?" Nikki queried, offhandedly. "No. A little hungover..a little dope sickness, maybe." He shrugged as he 
butchered the pancake and shoved a forkful into his mouth. He chewed for a moment then said, "But not high.. 
yet." 


The small glimmer of hope inside Tommy at Nikki's initial denial of being high soon faded with his clarifier at 
the end. 


"Doc's coming over today with your contract," Nikki said before shovelling some more food into his mouth. He 
propped his chin on one hand again as he chewed the mouthful and watched Tommy. The other hand sruck 
beneath the table and slid up his thigh so that Nikki's pinky finger brushed against his crotch. 


Tommy inhaled in surprise at both the touch and the news, almost choking on his mouthful of pancake and, 
trying to help the food go down, took a slurp of his too hot coffee which only exacerbated everything. 


"Are you okay, son?" his father dropped his cutlery and moved over to him. "Nikki, get Tommy some water, 
please." Nikki rose to do as he was bid whilst David rubbed Tommy's back in a soothing motion as he used to. 


"I was hoping you'd choke on something else one day soon," Nikki murmured in his ear as he set the glass of 


water in front of him, making Tommy cough all over again. 

"Drink, Thomas," his father instructed. "Nikki, give him a little space, please." 

I'm fine, Dad," Tommy said. He drank the water to prove his point. "I just swallowed the wrong way," he added, 
shooting Nikki a / dare you to say something look, earning him a dirty smirk from the man. Nikki held his hands 


up in surrender and sat back down again. 


David brushed Tommy's hair back from his face and looked closely at him. "There you are," he said with a 


smile. "I've been looking for you.” 


Tommy placed his hand over top of his father's and sighed. "I'm right here, Dad. I'm always here, even when 


you're not." 


"And you'll be seeing a lot more of me too, old man," Nikki said, swiping his finger through the syrup and 
sucking the sweetness from the digit. "Your son is going to be working with me in the band" 


"Really?!" David grinned, patting Tommy on the cheek gently. "I'm so proud of you, Tommy." 
Nikki nudged his leg under the table as Tommy replied, "Thanks, Dad. That means a lot to me." 
| hate to break up the Hallmark Card moment," Nikki said, "but my superbly cooked pancakes are going cold" 


Tommy looked over to the brunette and snorted in amusement; Nikki was brandishing a burned, misshapen 


globule of cooked pancake batter. 
The rest of the meal was easy going and Tommy's father was present for most of it, only fading off after 
helping to clear the table, his medications taken, and going for a short walk in the backyard in the morning 


sun. 


"What time is Doc coming over?" Tommy asked as he rinsed the dishes, handing them to Nikki to load into the 
dishwasher. He kept an eye on his father through the large window that overlooked the grounds. 


"He said around eleven," Nikki replied. "He'll need you to sign all the paperwork and once that's done,” Nikki 
stepped around the open dishwasher, close to Tommy's back as he had done last night, and laid his hands on 
Tommy's hips, "then you're all mine," he said, his voice ghosting through Tommy's hair. 

| want to kiss you again," Nikki whispered, and Tommy felt his insides turn into a molten lava. He turned to 
face the older man, the green eyes capturing and holding Tommy's, burning into what felt like his entire soul. 
'It was so god damned hot knowing you'd been listening to me, Tommy.” 


"Nikki, I-," Tommy started to say when the back door opened and his father walked in 


"Excuse me, are you still open?" David asked in a hesitant voice. "| don't suppose | can buy some water or a 


can of soda. It's so hot out there Today." 
‘Of course," Nikki said, shifting away from Tommy. "What can | get you, man?" 


The small exchange took place, Nikki pulling a can of soda from the fridge and his father trying to pay for it, 


digging in his pockets for some loose change. 
‘lm sorry, | can't find my money," David lamented and attempted to hand the cold drink back. 
‘Its okay," Tommy said, drawing his father's attention. "I'll cover the cost for you." 


"Oh! Thanks, kid,” David replied happily. "I think these days you young kids get a bad rap sometimes. You're not 


all bad it seems." 


"Thanks," Tommy nodded, giving his father a wry smile. "Umm..there's a cool spot to sit inside, if you want to 


take a break from the heat." 
"If you're sure it won't inconvenience anyone,” his father clarified, "then that sounds like a wonderful idea." 


Tommy escorted his father into the living room and got him set up near the window so he could look out over 


the front yard before returning to the kitchen 

"Thanks," he said to Nikki as he walked back into the kitchen 

"Tommy," Nikki sighed, tossing the dish towel he'd been using to wipe his hands on, onto the counter. "I got a 
few things to say..so take a seat." Nikki indicated to the kitchen table, taking the chair he'd been sitting on 
earlier. 

Tommy followed suit and waited. 


Nikki seemed nervous as he picked at his nails, presumably while he gathered his thoughts. 


"Are you regretting last night, Nikki?" Tommy blurted out suddenly. He was antsy about the delay that Nikki 


was forcing upon him. 


"Fuck.nol" Nikki looked askance at Tommy's question. He reached up and threaded his fingers through Tommy's 
hair and brought their mouths together as he'd done last night. 


Tommy melted into the kiss, opening his lips and allowing Nikki's tongue to enter and dance with his own. The 
kiss both calmed and excited Tommy beyond measure. He purred into Nikki's mouth and the older man 
swallowed every noise he made. 

The kiss ended naturally, leaving them both slightly breathless and they grinned stupidly at each other. 

"Do you still think | have regrets?" Nikki asked, slouching back into the kitchen chair. 

"| guess not," Tommy chucked. "Then what things do we need to talk about?" 

"| was thinking this morning that," Nikki said, rubbing his finger on the clean table top, back and forth, as 
though he was trying to rid some stain, "if you want to, of course," he stopped again to scratch at his 
eyebrow, "that you and your dad could.. dunno..stay here?!" 


"As what?!" Tommy asked. "Slave labour still?" 


Nikki had the good grace to look somewhat embarrassed over the comment. He huffed out a sigh and pulled a 
face before saying, "| deserve that." 


"Yeah, you do," Tommy replied but with no malice behind his words. 


"Hear me out, okay?" the bassist said, swirling random patterns on Tommy's knee. "I like having company. | like 
your dad..and | definitely like you. This house has been a mausoleum for way too long. I've hung onto 
Robbie's memory for way too long, too. It's..it's time to lay him to rest” 


Tommy rested his elbow on the knee that wasn't being teased and took Nikki's free hand in his but stayed 
silent. Tommy felt the tremors beneath the warm skin, ruefully aware that this Nikki was going to disappear as 
soon as Doc took his leave later today. This Nikki was only just holding on to his sobriety. Tommy smoothed 
Nikki's hand between both of his. 


"IFs going to be a hard, long slog," Nikki continued, "but having you and your dad here has actually curbed my 
usage a little. I'm enjoying," Nikki looked genuinely surprised at his admission, "being..me..again I'd lost me after 


Robbie died" 


"No thanks to Doc," Tommy muttered. "Look, | know he's the manager and all but..there's something..not right 
about what he's doing to you." 


Nikki inhaled and straightened up a little. His glance slid away from Tommy's then back again. "I know," he said 
finally. "Which is another reason I'd like for you to stay. | need you to." Nikki stood up suddenly, the chair 
scraping on the tiled floor a little. "I think | want to try and get clean. But I'll need help." 


‘Of course, but how? What kind of help?" Tommy asked. His glimmer of hope just got a little brighter. "Like 


rehab or something?" 


"No, no rehab," Nikki snapped. "At least, not yet," he continued, his tone a little softer. "I need a buffer between 


Doc and me. l'm gonna talk to Mick and Vinnie too so that we're all on the same page." 
"Don't do it while that asshole is around," Tommy said, quickly. 


"No, | wasn't going to," Nikki agreed and started pacing the kitchen "He thinks | don't know about him skimming 


from me." 


"Wait up!" Tommy exclaimed. Was this sober Nikki talking now or was this the ramblings of a man that was 
hanging on by a thread before his next fix. Because he'd seen that downward slide plenty of times in the last 


few weeks. 


"He's skimming?! And he's still the band's manager? What the fuck, Nikki?! Why should | sign the contract 
then?!" 


"The contract binds you to the band, baby," Nikki replied, sliding back into the seat in front of Tommy and 
taking his hands in his, "not to Doc. What he doesn't know is that..l've got contacts too. | haven't set anything 


into motion, yet, but all the information is there, ready to be handed over. 

"To the police?" 

"Maybe," Nikki said, and Tommy saw the beast shimmer just below the surface. 
"Do | wanna know?" 


Nikki flicked his green eyes to his, the beast fighting to take control but Nikki won out temporarily. "Probably 
safer if you don't: 


Something unsettling ran through Tommy at those words; a small frisson of..fear wasn't the right word as he 
knew that it was probably Nikki's addiction feeding his darker side, but it was close enough. 


"But for now," Nikki continued, "we're gonna keep going as we are and let him make all the bookings for the 
band. We'll use him to our advantage before he's disposed of..for good" 


"And then what?!" 


"Then we find a new manager,” Nikki said. He jumped up again and paced, agitated, and Tommy likened Nikki to a 


snake coiling in anger as it looked for the most opportune time to strike. 

"We work and we work hard | can see it," Nikki spun on his heels to face him. "I can see it now, babe! New 
York, London, Paris... Australia!" Nikki spread his arms wide and Tommy swore he could see the stars in his 
green eyes. 

"Australia, huh?!" Tommy grinned. "We gonna fuckin’ ride some kangaroos and shit?!" 

"Sure!" Nikki chuckled "We'll climb into their pouches and use them like taxis." 

Tommy couldn't help the laugh that erupted at the mental image Nikki's suggestion had created. 


But then the laughter died off and Tommy was left with a nagging question. 


"And what about..." Tommy's stomach clenched a little. Did he dare to delve into uncharted territory? "What 


about us? What do you see there, dreamer?" 
Nikki gave Tommy a soft smile and said, "People are gonna know us, Tommy. But if this," he waved his hand 
between them both, "is gonna work, we need to keep communications open and take it slow. That's one thing | 


learned from the relationship with Robbie. We took it too fast, we got too high and we crashed and burned." 


"Slow and steady. | like the sounds of that," Tommy said. 


Nikki regaled Tommy with his grand plans for the future and the ones in the past that had failed. 
"I can't believe you never saw us or heard of us," Nikki lamented at one stage. 


Tommy shrugged and said, "| never got out much, what with my dad and working whatever jobs | could find" 
He picked up his cigarette packet and spun it around between his fingers. "On the rare occasions | did meet up 
with my buddies it was more a case of hanging loose at their places coz we were all too young or too broke 


to go anywhere." 
Nikki groaned and scrubbed his hand over his face. 
"What was that for?" Tommy asked. 


"Do | have myself a little baby boy in my band?" Nikki cocked his hip against the kitchen counter and raised his 


eyebrow at Tommy, a dirty smile hooked the corner of his mouth upward. 


Tommy leaned back in his chair, deliberately spreading his legs and resting his hand over his crotch, drawing 
Nikki's attention. "You tell me," Tommy said. He cast a look into the living room and saw that his father was 
deeply asleep in the comfortable chair. "Why don't you come over here and make sure. You may have to 


change your statement.” 


Tommy saw Nikki check the living room also and added, "You know he's going to be sleeping for a while." The 
familiar pulse of blood flow filled his lower extremities as Nikki's eyes feasted on him. Tommy had never felt 
so desired as he did right now. 


Nikki pushed away from the kitchen counter and stalked over to him. There was no other word for it, he was 
a sleek, black cat, all muscle, sharp teeth and mesmerising green eyes. Tommy was caught in them..the beast 
that lived within the man..and he submitted to Nikki's will without compulsion as the man straddled Tommy's 
legs and wound his arms around his neck. 


"I think a very thorough examination is in order," Nikki said before lowering his lips to Tommy's. 
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Chapter Eleven 
Its The Darker Side Of Lust 
Tommy POV 


While they waited on Doc's arrival, Tommy kept Nikki preoccupied with some seriously heavy making out in the 
kitchen leaving them both breathless, with frustrated dicks and sporting the blush of fresh love bites hidden 
beneath their hair. 


When Nikki had sat on his lap and Tommy was able to finally hold that magnificent ass in his hands, he thought 
he'd died and gone to heaven. He loved the feel of having Nikki looming over him, feeling his solid weight 
pressing down on him and the way he made Tommy feel small and compact when, usually, he was all movement 


and lanky limbs. 


He also liked the advantage of easily having Nikki's neck and chest at his disposal. He pulled the sweetest of 
sounds from Nikki's lips when he'd started nibbling on the column of his throat. 


And if it hadn't been for the nearby presence of his father and the chance that he would wake up at any 


moment, Tommy would have been more than open to a little mutual pleasure. 


"Please, Nikki," Tommy had mumbled against Nikki's heated skin on his throat moments after he'd been sucking 
on the pulse point beneath his mouth. He bit back down on it before licking away the hurt, with small laps of 
his tongue, when Nikki hissed at the pain. 


"Mmmm..what happened to slow and steady," Nikki mumbled, tugging on Tommy's hair. "Coz if you keep going 
the way you are with that sweet, hot mouth of yours..I'll be bending you over the kitchen table and | won't 
stop until I've had my fill." 


Tommy reluctantly pulled away from the delicious morsel and Nikki shifted off his lap. The sight of Nikki's 
obvious desire pressed hard up against his body by his tight pants had Tommy adjusting himself with a groan. 


"And | won't care that your dad is in the next room either," Nikki smirked, "but you might!" 


"Ewww," Tommy replied, his face screwing his face up in disgust. "| know Dad doesn't remember a lot of stuff 
but," he stood and shook out his legs, relieving the slight tingle from Nikki sitting on them, "it would be just my 
luck that his son getting fucked would be the one thing that he did remember!" 


"lt would make great dinner conversation,” Nikki grinned. "I can just picture the old man sitting around a table 


with others in the facility discussing techniques and scoring our performance." 


"Wait up! Facility?!" Tommy asked worriedly. "I'm not putting Dad in some mental facility or old age home. l'm 
sorry but that's a hard no" He stood with his arms crossed and his stance wide, unconsciously giving off 


negative vibes. 


Nikki glanced over to him before stopping and eyeing him up and down, his head tilting to the side a little. He 
sighed and dropped his head, looking away briefly before stepping in close to Tommy and unfolding his arms. He 
kissed Tommy's knuckles and said, "No, you won't have to just yet but..one day, Tommy, you might have no 
other choice. | like your Dad, you know | do, but he's going to get worse from what | understand." 


"You don't think | know that?" Tommy snapped, wrenching his arms free. I've lived knowing that for almost eight 
years. But I'll be fucked if I'm going to visit my Dad in some institution for my eighteenth birthday or any 
other day, for that matter." 

Nikki grunted as though he'd been punched in the gut. "You're..you're not eighteen yet?" 

Shit! Tommy swore to himself. He could have sworn that he'd mentioned his age to Nikki at some stage but 
maybe, like his Dad, Nikki's memory had holes in it. He bit his bottom lip and shrugged, answering with, "I will be 
next month." 


"Next month, huh?" Nikki said. "I guess | can wait that long. What date?" 


"3rd," Tommy said. 


"Oh thank fuck for that," Nikki said and seemingly slumped in relief. "If you'd said the end of the month..." 
Tommy grinned. 


"So now we get to plan a party," Nikki exclaimed, rubbing his hands together. "Mick, Vince and a few of the 


guys and some girls.” 


"NO!" Tommy barked. "No party. | mean, that sounds great, and | appreciate that you want to throw one for 
me, but Dad won't do well with strangers around. Especially if they get real noisy." 


"Damn..okay," Nikki said, nodding. His brow furrowed and Tommy could almost hear the cogs ticking over in his 
head. "Okay, then what about if it's just Mick and Vince, since your dad knows them?" Nikki slid his arm around 
Tommy's waist and pulled him close. "Then later that night, when your dad is settled for the night and the 


guys have gone home..then you and me can celebrate a little more." 
"Like the sound-," Tommy started to say when a pounding on the door interrupted them. 
"That'll be Doc" Nikki said and drew away from Tommy. 


Whilst Nikki answered the door, Tommy checked on his dad. He squatted down on his haunches in front of the 
large occasional chair that had become his dad's favourite place and saw that he still seemed to be sleeping 
peacefully. He was due a doctor's visit in the next two weeks and Tommy wanted to discuss his father's recent 


deterioration, altered personalities and sleep patterns. 


As much as he hated to admit it, Nikki was right; Tommy wouldn't be able to look after him without investing 


in professional help forever, but he would be damned if it was going to be in the immediate future. 


He heard Nikki greet Doc at the door and Tommy stood when the portly older man walked into the room 
followed by Nikki, whose eyes widened before he slapped his hand on his neck then pointed at Tommy. He 
quickly understood the instruction and fixed his hair to cover his neck. He couldn't remember Nikki marking him 


but a small bloom of happiness spread through him. 


"Tommy," Doc said, extending his hand as Tommy moved between his father and the manager. "Good to see 


you, man. Are you ready to rock and roll?" 


"Doc," Tommy said in return. He didn't return the pleasantries at first until Nikki glared at him. The man 


exuded smarminess and he had to force himself to reach for and shake Doc's hand. "What's up, man?" 


"Has Nikki been treating you and your dad okay?" he said in almost a sotto voce as Tommy led him away from 


his father. 


"We're..doing alright," Tommy replied, hedging around the question. He pulled out a chair and flopped into it, 


watching Doc carefully. 


Doc McGhee had always given off bad ju-ju vibes to Tommy but they'd been a fairly low-key hum. Today, 
after Nikki's revelation that he knew Doc was skimming from him, the hum of apprehensiveness had intensified 


exponentially. 

This was the man that Nikki kept around for his go-between for his drugs, but Tommy wanted to know why. 
Wouldn't it be more expedient to have the dealer come to Nikki? Or better yet, kick them both to the curb 
and get clean. 

Doc sat down with a grunt, his briefcase hitting the tabletop with a smack. "Is that coffee | smell?" he asked. 
"It is," Nikki replied and sat down in the other chair without offering Doc the hinted-at refreshment. 

Doc blinked at Nikki who ignored the murderous look sent his way. Humphing under his breath, Doc flipped open 
the catches on his briefcase with a loud snap that sent a tiny shockwave of noise through the room. He pulled 
out a sheaf of papers and laid them on the table between himself and Tommy before removing a large, yellow, 


legal-sized envelope and sliding it across the table to Nikki. 


Tommy frowned at the eagerness with which Nikki snatched the envelope to him, ripped open the flap and dug 
his hand inside. 


"There's, ah," Doc's eyes slid briefly in Tommy's direction before addressing Nikki again, "everything you asked 


for." 
"Thanks, man," Nikki said. "How much?" 


Tommy watched Doc with interest. His body language belied his easy answer of, "The usual." And then clarified 
with, "Plus delivery fee." 


Tommy stayed silent but slid his gaze to Nikki. If it weren't for the flex of Nikki's jaw muscle, there were no 
other indicators of Nikki being angry or distressed about anything. In fact, he looked way too pleased about the 
package in his hands and Tommy had the resigned feeling that he would disappear for a couple of hours after 
Doc concluded his business. 


Let's get the business stuff outta the way," Nikki said, "so we can celebrate." He grinned at Tommy. 


Doc's beady gaze flicked between Nikki and Tommy, and he squinted a little as though he'd seen something 


suspicious. 
Tommy cleared his throat and said, "So..where do | sign?" 


"Just hold your horses a minute," the balding man cautioned. "| need to explain everything to you first." 


"Do | need a lawyer to read over it?" Tommy asked, picking up the papers to start reading but Doc snatched 


them back out of his hand. 


"That's not necessary," Doc said. "It's the same contract as the others," he continued, and proceeded to explain 


certain sections of the legal document. 


Tommy followed most of the jargon but looked to Nikki for clarification on a few points. When Tommy asked to 
read one of the sections more thoroughly, Doc folded the papers open to the relevant page but kept hold of 
the document by the stapled corner. "| don't want it getting dirty or stained since it has to be lodged at the 


courthouse," he explained curtly. 


"Nikki?" Tommy looked up after a moment of reading paragraphs that made little sense to him. "Is it the same? 
And are you happy with the conditions?" 


Doc seemed to startle a little, not expecting Tommy to defer to Nikki. Once again, his slimy gaze took both 


younger men in a little more closely. 


Nikki, who had been pacing around the kitchen and who had eventually perched on the countertop, slid down 
slowly to the floor, his feet making a soft thud against the linoleum. 


Tommy saw Doc's eyes rake over Nikki's form, zeroing in on his crotch before they darted back to Tommy. 
Tommy raised his eyebrow slightly at the man who shuffled nervously in his seat. 


"Hello?" Tommy heard his father call out. Fuck, he swore to himself. He'd forgotten about his dad as he'd 


concentrated on the contract. 


"Dad?" he said, standing and walking to the living room doorway. "Ill be right back," he said to Doc and Nikki. "I'm 
right here. Doc's here with the contract for me. Do you remember him?" he asked as he stepped up to take 
his father's arm. "Are you hungry? You slept right through lunch." 


"Yes, I'm hungry," his father replied with a thick voice as though he had a cold. 
David shuffled alongside him and Tommy noticed he was hunched over a little more. When did that happen, he 
wondered to himself. Tommy led his father to the bathroom and waited outside in the hall while he made his 


ablutions. 


Once David had finished, father and son walked into the kitchen and Tommy put his father in the chair he'd 
vacated. He quickly set about making a sandwich and chopped up an apple, placing it, along with a glass of juice, 


in front of the older man. 


"Hi, David," Doc yelled to his father in greeting. "Remember me?" 


"Dude!" Tommy scoffed. "He has dementia..he's not deaf" Behind him, Nikki sniggered and Tommy felt a little 


easier for saying it. 


‘Oh..um..sorry," Doc stuttered. "So can we get back to signing this now? | got places to be." He held out a fancy 
pen to Tommy with one hand as the other laid firmly on the document. 


Tommy took the pen and bent over the table. A slight uneasy feeling coursed through him but he felt Nikki 
move up to the table, between where Doc sat and himself, and it gave Tommy some comfort. His hand 
hovered over the dotted line and he quickly scrawled his signature in the designated places and he was 


suddenly assaulted by a mix of vibrations from the other men. 
"Congratulations, Tommy," Doc said, offering him a handshake. "You're now officially a part of the band." 
"Thanks," Tommy grinned before Nikki spun him around and enveloped him into a hug. 


"You're mine now," the bassist whispered in his ear and a desire drove a spike of lust clear down his spine. It 


was enough to make Tommy's legs wobble a little. 


Nikki released him after a beat too long before saying offhandedly to Doc, "Oh and we're changing the band 


name too." 


"What the actual fuck, Nikki?!" Doc spluttered. "You don't think you coulda told me that while | was getting 
these papers drawn up?!" He threw Tommy's contract into his briefcase, apparently unconcerned about its 
appearance, unlike earlier. "Whaddya gonna call yourselves now?" he huffed, snapping the top of the case closed. 


| bet you came up with some lame assed name this time." 

"Actually," Nikki said with a challenge in his voice, "Mick came up with the name." 

Tommy smiled, remembering the day they decided to change the name. Nikki had, out of the blue, floated the 
idea of the change. Rehearsals were forgotten and they'd all sat around the table throwing ideas out into the 
wind until Mick's idea finally caught his and Vince's interest. Nikki was the last to approve of it and gave the 
name the flair of the umlauts and the altered spelling. 


"Oh, well at least itll be somewhat sensible then," Doc replied, relaxing his nervous stance a little. 


Nikki plucked Doc's pen from his pocket and grabbed his pudgy hand. He wrote Mötley Crüe on Doc's palm and 
said, "Don't wash it off and don't jerk off with that hand. | don't want your jizz over our name, asshole." 


David, who had been eating quietly while the conversation ebbed and flowed over and around him, snorted in 


amusement and said, "He said jizz." He giggled like a school boy and looked amongst the ones standing above him. 


"Dad, you don't-," Tommy started to chastise his father gently. 


"| didl" Nikki said, jumping on Tommy's words. "You can say whatever you want to in this house, old man. You 


can say jizz, spunk, cum, semen, cream, dick snot, spooge, load, man chowder-." 


"You're fucking disgusting some days, Sixx," Doc grumbled. "I'm outta here now that | have more paperwork to 


do before your first show next week" 
"You know where the door is," Nikki said and sat down next to David and resumed reciting more synonyms. 
"Walk out with me," Doc said to Tommy. 


Tommy nodded and followed the man to the door but not without glancing back to see Nikki watching him 


closely. 


Doc reached the front door before turning to Tommy. "Listen, kid," he said. "| just wanna know..is he treating 
you alright? You and your dad? You know..when..” 


Tommy knew what he was implying but chose to answer carefully. "We've come to an understanding.’ 
"What does that mean?" Doc questioned. "Are you going to press charges or anything when you leave here?" 


Tommy snorted at the man. "Firstly," he said, "do you think | would have signed a contract to join the band if | 
was going to press charges?" Tommy folded his arms across his chest. "And secondly, who says we're leaving 
just yet?" 


Doc opened his mouth but nothing came out, obviously realising that he'd made an error in his assumptions. 
"Um..right," he eventually muttered. "Well, I'll be in touch. I'll see you at the full band rehearsals next week, kid. 
Hope all this shit-show works out for you, kid” 


Tommy watched his manager... that will fake some getting used to, he thought..get into the big black car, 
reverse out of Nikki's driveway and disappear down the road before he turned back inside the house. "l'm 
watching you, Doc," Tommy murmured to himself. Even though he trusted Nikki enough to sign the contract, 
he still had an uneasy feeling about Doc. 


Almost simultaneously, as Tommy closed the front door, he heard Nikki's bedroom door slam closed. The 
disappointment bubbled up in his chest and Tommy leaned against the door frame with a sad sigh. 


“Jissom, jism, jizz," David's new child-like voice floated through the house from the kitchen as he sang the 
words that Nikki had taught him. "Spunk, cum, seed, spurt, spooge, splooge, load, skeet, squirt, spunk, nut juice!" 


"Christ all-fucking mighty! Thanks a bunch, Nikki," Tommy muttered to himself and pushed away from the door. 
"Dad..you can't..." 


Doc POV 


Doc contemplated the situation at Sixx's house as he drove away from the residence. Something had changed in 


the dynamics within those walls. There was tension there and it wasn't just because of Sixx being high. 


Because he wasn’t high. Oh, the signs were there that he wanted to be, but if anything, it was the calmest Doc 


had seen Nikki in quite some time. 
And that was not a good sign! 


Doc had had a bad feeling from the moment Tommy had turned up in Nikki's life; in their lives! Because Doc 
had carefully insinuated himself into Nikki's life, whether he liked it or not. The young punk and his loopy old 
man were standing between him and Nikki and the life they could have..together. 


He'd seen the marks beneath their hair and the longing looks that passed between them; the desire in Nikki's 
eyes that should have been cast Doc's way was now directed towards the scrawny drummer. Something had 


happened between the two and Doc was determined to nip it in the bud early. 
"What to do," he mused out loud. 


He had made Tommy's contract as tight as he could without it being beyond ridiculous and drawing attention to 
it. Doc was thankful that the kid hadn't insisted on taking it to a lawyer though if he had, Doc would have 
recommended one within Michael's organisation, one that would have sworn black and blue that the deal Doc 


was offering was going to be in Tommy's best interests. 
But he wanted, no needed, to keep Nikki by his side, hopefully in more ways than one. 


From the first time Doc had seen Nikki playing in a cover band in a scruffy bar, he'd been unable to forget 
the dark haired bassist. He'd been drawn towards the then teenager's magnetic looks and had searched for a 
way to get closer. He'd got lucky when he'd overheard Nikki talking about forming a new band to perform and 


record original music, but bemoaning the fact that he hadn't enough money. 


That was where Doc had stepped in and introduced himself to the bassist. In order to get into Nikki's good 
graces, he'd offered to finance the new band and to serve as their manager..for a fee of course. Nikki had 
happily accepted and quickly found himself a similarly minded guitarist and lead singer. They'd set about writing 


songs whilst continuing the seemingly problematic search for a suitable drummer. 


Meanwhile, Doc had discovered problems of his own. He'd very quickly realised that his own limited savings 
were not going to be sufficient to fund the set up expenses and that, if he wanted Nikki to believe in him, he 
needed cash..and lots of it..fast. Having little collateral and minimal job security meant that borrowing from the 


bank was not an option, so Doc had been forced to look for a less reputable solution Which was how he had 


been introduced to Michael Alessi. 


Michael was well known in the area. Aside from his openly owned assets, he had his finger in many of the local 
businesses, but even more importantly had links to the crime families of Italy. Michael was a reliable source of 


money, but heaven help anyone who crossed him. 


Doc had been able to arrange a meeting to plead his case. Surprisingly, Michael had seemed very interested in 
Doc's proposals and had agreed to underwrite the band..but there had been a condition Michael had wanted his 
own man in place, to report back on his investment . Since there was a vacancy for a drummer, Michael had 


insisted that one of his boys, Robbie, should audition With no other options available, Doc had agreed. 


What Doc hadn't planned on was Nikki and Robbie hitting it off as rather more than the rhythm section of the 
embryonic band. Truthfully, Robbie had been a pain in Doc's ass, but with the lurking shadow of Michael in the 
background, Doc had simply had to accept the situation At least Robbie was easily manipulated but his 
constant presence and Nikki's infatuation with the dumb, blonde drummer prevented Doc from easing himself 


any deeper into Nikki's private life..or his bed! 


But then Robbie had made the mistake of putting Nikki and the band ahead of his ties to Michael and Doc had 
found himself following Michael's orders as Robbie's inevitable fall was orchestrated. Even at that late stage 
Robbie might have saved himself, but calling Nikki's name when in bed with Michael sealed his fate. Doc hadn't 
mourned his loss. He had simply seen Robbie's unfortunate end for what it was, a chance to creep even deeper 
into Nikki's life. Before anyone else realised what was happening, least of all Nikki himself, Doc had his would-be 


amatory addicted and almost totally reliant on him. 


The drugs further isolated the already withdrawn and grieving Nikki, increasing the gulf between him and his 
remaining band mates, which in turn increased his usage in a truly vicious circle. Before Doc realised what was 
happening, Nikki had become a beast, a brutish animal that even Mick and Vince had learned to leave well alone. 


Doc alone would risk the wrath of the animal that now resided inside the man he still desired. 


With Nikki's decline into drug hell came another problem for Doc. Cash flow from the band had almost dried up 
and Michael's patience was wearing thin. If something didn't change soon, well, Doc could only assume the same 
enforcers that removed Robbie would be coming for him. He needed options but Nikki wasn't having it. He 


wasn't writing and wouldn't even consider looking for a new drummer. He'd sunk into his own version of hell. 


Even on good days Nikki was barely able to function, never mind considering playing gigs. On the bad days..well, 


Doc was never certain what horror might await when he answered one of Nikki's frantic calls. 


When the phone had rung a month ago the last thing Doc had expected was for the latest mess he'd been 
called to resolve to result in a new drummer..but it had. Seemingly from nowhere David and then Tommy had 
arrived in Nikki's home and life and had done what no one else, not even Doc himself, had managed to do...reach 


out and find the tormented man hiding behind the beast. And with that, Nikki had started to rediscover his 


music. 


Doc knew he ought to be grateful. For the first time in several months he'd been able to give good news to 
Michael and offer the possibility of a resumption of the loan payments that had been suspended following 
Robbie's suicide. He'd been lucky to get even that small consideration, arguing that it was Robbie's selfish 
actions that had led to the band being unable to play gigs, rather than mentioning the unspoken truth. Possibly 
Michael had felt some remorse for his ex-lover, because Doc had been given a few months respite, but that 


time was rapidly coming to an end. 


Tommy had auditioned and been accepted into the newly revitalised band. Mick and Vince were back onboard 
and Nikki had started writing new material. Suddenly things were moving forward and quickly. But now there 


was Tommy's apparently ongoing presence in Nikki's home to consider. 


Until the last month, Doc had been in full control of Nikki's life..well at least as much as anyone could control 
the beast. Now he found himself being sidelined by a teenager..and it didn't feel good. He'd realised that Nikki 
was likely to be interested in the younger man, but until today he hadn't realised that the infatuation went 
both ways..or how far it had progressed. 


This was not in his plans. Yes, he needed Nikki and the band active again, but not if it meant losing the hold he 
had over Nikki. 


Okay, he could admit that Tommy was pretty good looking, even sexy, in a gangly kind of way, and for a brief 
moment he allowed his mind to drift, wondering what it would be like to have two dark-haired lovers in his bed. 


Would he enjoy fucking Tommy? What would a threesome with both men be like? Could he share Nikki? 


That last thought snapped him back to reality. No, Nikki was his and his alone. With Robbie out of the picture 


no one else was going to get their hands on Nikki. Doc would make sure of that. 


For the moment, though, he'd have to let things run and it seemed that the damn teenager and his demented 
father were a necessary evil in Nikki's life; the lingering threat of Michael's enforcers made that imperative. 
But, once the band was active again and he'd built up decent resources again.well then.perhaps things might 
take a different turn. Dumb drummers were dime a dozen and, as already proven, disposable. Perhaps he might 


have to remember that when their situation, and more importantly his own, were rather less precarious. 


In the meantime, he couldn't afford to let Tommy, that interloping newcomer, lure Nikki too far away, with his 
head of long, dark curls and ready smile. The only thing that kept Nikki tied to Doc was his contract..and the 
steady supply of.. 


"Drugs!" Doc bellowed, as suddenly he felt the kernel of an idea take shape. He decided to make a detour on his 
way back to the office and turned the car toward Pete's place. The only way he could get into Nikki's day to 


day life more frequently would be by making more deliveries. 


The way to necessitate more deliveries to Nikki would be by increasing his need. The clean dope was too pure, 


though, and would eat into Doc's profits too much by paying Pete his fee, if he had to supply more of it. 


If, however, he took a chance and swapped out the china white for some dirty street skag but still charged 
Nikki the same price, he would resolve two problems with the one solution Decreasing the quality he bought 
from Pete but passing it off as the usual stuff to Nikki, would increase his profits and also increase Nikki's 


need for more and his dependence on him. 


Doc could see it all coming together nicely in his head and it made him smile. He grinned the whole way to 


Pete's place before pulling into the shabby-looking condo's parking garage. 


Within a few minutes, Doc had taken the lift to the sixth floor, ironically, and walked the length of the hall to 
Pete's apartment. Loud music reverberated from behind the door and the sweet smell of someone smoking 


dope wafted underneath. 


Doc looked around, to ensure he was not being observed and knocked, three quick knocks followed by three 
slower ones, his code, before stepping back to wait. A shadow passed over the peephole in the door and Doc 
knew that he was being checked out. Moments later, the door opened and Pete silently beckoned him inside 


before the door closed firmly behind him. 


"Doc," Pete greeted him warily. "You're back early? Don't tell me Sixx has gone through his load already?!" Pete 
flopped down into a ratty looking couch and returned to measuring and packing baggies of weed, ready for 


selling. 
"Um..no, | only just delivered it to him," Doc said, standing awkwardly to one side, not daring to sit in either of 


the spare seats. He didn't want to go through the ordeal of being questioned why he stank of dope should he 


be pulled over. "| have a new client that's looking for a cheaper fix..a little dirtier, | guess." 


"Who is it? Anyone | know?" Pete looked up at him through the thick smoke from the joint he'd just lit for 
quality control. 


"You don't know him. He's Nikki's new drummer," Doc said, feeling extremely satisfied with himself. 

"Oh, yeah?! Nikki getting the band back together?" Pete asked. 

"Uh huh," Doc nodded. "They sound good too." 

"Well." Pete said, leaning back into the cushions as he drew back on the joint again. "| might be able to do same 
quantities, same delivery days as Sixx for two thirds the price he pays. Nikki's gotta pay more coz he gets the 
premium stuff." 

"Not a problem, Pete. I'm sure Tommy can agree to that," Doc nodded, trying to keep a straight face as his 
plan was dropping perfectly into place. "He was wondering if you got any available today. He's given me some 


cash." 


"Tell ya what," Pete said. "Ill give you enough for a couple of hits to see if it's to your client's liking." 


"That's very generous of you, man," Doc simpered but secretly was jumping for joy at not having to spend any 


of his own money. Two hits of the skag should be enough to tip Nikki right back into Doc's pocket. 


Within fifteen minutes, Doc was in his car, hiding the two small baggies in the lining of his briefcase before 
starting the engine and heading back towards his office to organise the paperwork for the band's name change. 


"Motley fucking Crue," he sneered. "What kind of lame-assed name is that anyway?!" 


~ Ke 


Ht Feels Like Thunder 


Author's Notes: 
And we're back..@ 


Thanks for sticking with us. We've both been under the weather this past week, so we just needed a little 


recovery time. 
Anyway, | won't keep you with idle chit-chat any longer. Have a great read and an awesome weekend. 
JE 


Oh, and | have borrowed a few lines from one of the Corabi-era songs..you may or may not recognise 


them.but they make me giggle every time they pop up in my playlist. J 


Chapter 12 

It Feels Like Thunder 

One Week Later 

Rehearsal Space 

Tommy POV 

"Stop, stop, stop! Fuckin’ listen for the cues, asshole," Nikki bellowed over the dying sound of their instruments 
that had been halted unexpectedly. "Stop fuckin’ looking at yourself in the reflection, Vinnie, and listen to the 
god damn fuckin’ music for a change." 

"Fuckin! suck my dick, Sixx," Vince snarled back. "/ was on time. You weren't!" 


Nikki growled, his teeth bared as he prepared to take off his bass, ready for a fight with the blonde singer. 


‘SXXI" Mick yelled. "Vince is right. You were off. Now..calm the fuck down and do your fuckin’ duty as the bass 
player and get your act together with Tommy." 


"Fuck duty, lets just play this song again," Nikki snapped. 


"You ever feel like you're getting your balls busted, Sixx?" Vince dead-panned, obviously still pissed. 


"My balls are on a big fucking block and everyone has a two-by-four," he grumbled. "We need to get this song 
together," he growled. "And you," he said, rounding on Tommy for no reason. "Sit down, shut up and play your 


drums!" 


"When do we get to the fun stuff again?" Tommy huffed after wearing the beast's ire, settling himself on his 


stool more comfortably and rolling out a few experimental fills. 

Tommy looked over at his father, making sure he was still happily reading his book with his headphones 
covering his ears, blocking out the worst of the noise. Well, David didn't read the words any longer but it 
seemed to be comforting to hold one in his hands and thumb through the pages, and Nikki had a vast collection 
scattered through his house. Tommy doubted that Nikki had read each book as there were some bizarre titles 
in the assortment but the haphazard stacks on shelves and corners of rooms looked impressive. 

Tommy had been thankful that, for the most part, his dad had been reasonably comfortable around the guys 
and their instruments. Tommy guessed that because he had played the drums for so long, it had been easier 
to become accustomed to. But if he heard the current arguments, he gave no clue to his distress. 

"We're not supposed to have fun, we're musicians," Nikki said, causing Mick and Vince to roar with laughter. 
"But | wanna have fun," Tommy whined, punctuating his statement with the boom tish of his drums. 


"No, then fucking join the fucking..er, chipmunks," Nikki threw back quickly. "Fucking ice capades too! Fuck |" 


"And there's the Nikki Sixx we all know and fuckin’ love," Vince threw out sarcastically. "You know, Sixx, you've 


been almost pleasant to be around lately. What the fuck happened in the last week, huh?" 

"What the fuck do you mean?" Nikki asked, scowling at the blonde. "Nothing's changed" 

"T-Bone," Vince turned to Tommy, "was he like this yesterday?" 

Tommy felt three pairs of eyes on him, two questioning and one challenging, 

Yeah, something had changed. But only today. 

The Nikki of yesterday, or even this morning, was the one that took Tommy and David out in his car to go get 
the last of their personal belongings from the old apartment. Yesterday's Nikki even held a pleasant 


conversation with a teary Mrs Pickering as they said their goodbyes. 


"N-no," Tommy said, hesitantly. "He's been, um, the usual this week." He hated being put in this position. "Even 


this morning when we-." 


"Can we just get back to the fucking rehearsal?" Nikki barked, cutting Tommy off. "If you're all finished 
discussing my attitude, that is." 


Mick's blue eyes flicked between Nikki and Tommy, and Tommy had the feeling that the guitarist was trying to 
figure out what was going on and maybe even seeing something between him and Nikki. Tommy dropped his 
head and let his hair cover his face. The guitarist grunted and turned away from Tommy. 


"What's your fuckin’ problem?" Nikki challenged Mick. 


"lm waiting for the bassist to fuckin’ wake up to himself, pull his head from his dumb ass," Mick replied, his 
deep voice rumbled from his throat, "or better yet, out of Doc's fat ass and quit fucking around with drugs." 


| don't have my head up Doc's ass," Nikki sneered. 
"Not for the want of trying on his part though," Mick said and Vince made a gagging noise. 
"What the fuck are you talkin’ about?" Nikki asked, shoving his fists on his hips to stare down the guitarist. 


Tommy watched the exchange with interest. It seemed that he wasn't the only one that had suspicions about 
the Manager. 


"Doc eyes you off like you're a sirloin steak on a silver platter," Vince offered. "Mick and | have been watching 


it for years. Only you're usually too high to take any notice." 
"You're all full of shit," Nikki huffed, turning his back on the rest of them. 


Tommy wondered what was going through his head but if he was looking for any indication in Nikki's features 


when he turned back around, he was sorely disappointed. 
"This discussion is over," the brunette said, a mask of stoic blankness firmly in place. "Back to work." 
There were multiple frustrated sighs but each readied themselves to start back again 


"Which song are we doing?" Vince asked, shuffling a bunch of papers with lyrics scribbled over them 
haphazardly. 


"This is Motley fuckin’ Crue," Mick declared, as he looked up from the lyric sheet he'd snatched out of Vince's 
hand as he waved the bundle around "There's no /ove lyrics," he added, air-quoting the distasteful word. He 
moved up close to the microphone and started screaming. 


| just wanna fuck you 


l just wanna fucking hate you 


"Trust me, it will be fucked," Nikki muttered "You can all go fuckin’ screw yourselves," the bassist snarled, 
slipping his strap over his head and almost throwing his bass down onto an old beat-up sofa that lived in the 


rehearsal space along with other mismatched furniture. "Come back when you're fuckin! ready to work." 


The three remaining watched mutely as Nikki stormed from the room and then into the bathroom across the 


hall. 
"Welp," Mick sighed, throwing his hands up in the air. "That went well. We all know what he's gonna do now." 


"He'll either come back in a better mood," Vince said, flopping onto the sofa "Or he'll be fucking gone for the 


rest of the day and we'll waste rehearsal time and money.” 


"I'm hungry," David yelled from the chair behind Tommy's drums. He still had the headphones over his ears 
which explained why he felt the need to yell. 


Tommy dropped his sticks into the bag with his spares and untangled his limbs from behind his kit. Leaning 
over his dad slowly so as to not frighten him, Tommy smiled and took the headphones off. "Are you hungry, 
Dad?" he asked. 

"Well, yes," David rolled his eyes at his son. "I just said that, didn’t |?!" 


"Um..yeah, you did. Sorry, Dad," Tommy said, glancing worriedly toward the bathroom. Nikki still hadn't come 
back out. "What do you want to eat?" 


"Chinese food," David replied, folding the corner of the page over in this book as a place marker. 
"Chinese sounds amazing actually," Vince interjected. "Hey, Mick! You wanna go get some Chinese?" 
"You driving, asshole?" Mick asked. 

"Sure," Vince shrugged. 

"In that case," Mick replied, "no. I'm not getting in that prissy lookin’ car with you." 


"Fine, we'll take your car," the blonde said as he stood up. Mick threw both a withering look, and the guitar pick 


he was still holding at the singer. "Hey, David! You wanna come with us? It was your suggestion after all. 


"Um, wait up," Tommy sputtered as David eagerly got to his feet also. "l..Dad..Vinnie, I-. Mick, you don't have to 
take Dad. He can stay here." 


"Kid, if you think that we can't look after your old man for a trip to the takeaway," Mick grumbled as he set 
his beloved guitar in its case, "then you can suck my dick. He'll be fine. Besides..| think you'll be better suited to 


talking that fuckhead, Sixx, around into returning to rehearsals." 

Mick retrieved his coat from a stack of amps and slid it on, checking for his car keys. 

"How you wanna achieve that is up to you," he continued, sending Tommy a pointed look as Vince and David 
started talking about the food they were going to order, "as long as he gets his mind back in the game. Ya got 


me?" 


Tommy swallowed. He and Nikki had thought that they'd successfully played it cool when Mick and Vince were 
around but it seemed as though the older guitarist had picked up on something anyway. 


"lll.um, lIl do my best," Tommy said. 


Mick nodded and turned away from Tommy, "C'mon you two knuckleheads. Let's get lunch," he said, giving Vince 
a light shove toward the door. 


"Mick?!" 

"Yeah?" blue eyes swivelled Tommy's way. 

"Take care of my dad, yeah?" 

Mick inclined his head in acknowledgement and followed David and Vince out of the rehearsal space 


Even though Tommy was nervous about letting his dad go somewhere without him, he knew that Mick and 
Vince would look after him. The four of them had become a tight unit quite quickly and had accepted David and 


his disease-driven foibles with good humour and care. 


Tommy huffed out the nervous energy, trying to put the worry over his father to rest for the moment and 
concentrate on getting Nikki back into a good mood. And Mick did say to use whatever means necessary. Placing 
his hand on the Men's Room door, Tommy pushed it open, expecting to see Nikki pacing like a caged animal but 


all he saw were the urinal and two stalls, one of which was occupied, presumably by Nikki. 


"Nikki?!" Tommy called out, resting his butt against the sink, wrinkling his nose at the mixed stench of bleach 
and stale piss. "Mick and Vince have taken Dad to go get some lunch. Chinese food. Can you come out so we can 


talk, please?" 


Tommy waited for a reply but when there wasn't one, he continued with, "Look, I'm sorry | was a whiny-assed 


bitch. I'm ready to get back into work once I've had something to eat and itll probably help you too, huh?" 


Again, there was no answer other than a gurgled groan and suddenly Tommy was awash with a feeling of 
dread. "Nikki?!" he called, pushing away from the basin. "Nikki, are you okay?!" He knocked on the stall door but 
got no answer. The uncomfortable feeling deepened and he started pounding on the door. "Néki" 


He went into the stall next door and stood up on the toilet to look over the top of the partition and saw Nikki 
slumped to one side, a trickle of blood coursing down his arm, dripping to the floor to form a small pool. ‘Fuck! 


Nkkil" he yelled, almost slipping off the porcelain in his haste to get to the bassist. 


With one swift kick, Tommy broke the flimsy lock and the door bounced against the wall, just missing the 
unresponsive Nikki by a whisker. Tommy launched himself at Nikki, tearing the hypodermic needle from his arm 
and dropping it to the floor, pressing his thumb against the broken and bleeding skin to staunch the blood. 


"Shit! Shit, shit, shit..Nikki," he said, shaking the man violently. "Nikki! Wake up, man," Tommy pleaded, searching 
for Nikki's pulse. "Oh, thank fuck," he sighed in relief. He could feel it albeit it was sluggish. "C'mon, baby," 


Tommy whimpered, "wake up for me, please?! It's me... Tommy.” 


He needed to call for help but he didn't want to leave Nikki sitting on the can like that either. Making a quick 
decision, Tommy scooped his arms under Nikki's and dragged him out of the stall, deliberately stepping on the 
hypodermic to destroy it so it couldn't be used again. 


"Nikki, baby, I'm gonna lie you down here," he panted as he lowered the brunette carefully to the floor, trying 
to speak as normally as possible in the hopes that Nikki could hear him. "I'm..!'m gonna call an ambulance, Nikki. 
Please..Jesus fucking Christ. just stay with me, okay?!" He laid a brief kiss on the lax mouth before bolting 
from the bathroom to the pay phone in the foyer. 


Dialling Il, Tommy jumped from one foot to the other with nervous energy as he waited for the call to 


connect 
"ql what's your emergency?" 

"My friend. think he's overdosed! Please hurry!" 

"Okay, | need you to stay calm," the dispatcher said. "Can you give me the address first?" 


Tommy rushed through the address of the building and the dispatcher replied with, "Paramedics are on their 
way. Can you tell me if your friend is still breathing?" 


"Um..yes. But it was shallow," Tommy replied. His hand was sweating on the hand piece, making it difficult to 
hold as he wrenched his free hand through his hair, welcoming the pain. "Please hurry!" 


"The truck shouldn't be too far away now, Sir," the dispatcher said calmly. "Do you know what he could have 
taken? 


"Er..heroin," Tommy sputtered, trying to get his brain to work his mouth successfully. "He still had a needle in 


his arm. He was bleeding." 


Tommy heard the sound of sirens a couple of blocks away. "They're here, | think” 
"Okay, then I'll leave you with the paramedics. You did really well and | hope your friend makes it through." 


"Thank you," Tommy said and hung up the phone as the paramedics’ truck pulled up. "He's in here," he yelled to 
the men that raced inside and led them into the bathroom. 


Two Hours Later 
Doc POV 


"Fuck!" Doc spat as he slammed down the phone. He'd just hung up on Mick who rang him to let him know 
about Nikki being taken into hospital. 


This was not how it was supposed to go down , he thought to himself. The dirty smack was supposed to get him 


needing more supplies, more often, not get him dead. 


Mick had said that Tommy had found Sixx in the bathroom, unresponsive, and that it was still touch and go. 
Doc rose from behind his desk and paced his office. 


What the tuck did Pete cut that shit with? Rat poison?! 


Michael could never know about this unfortunate incident, Doc decided. If something drew the attention of 
Michael Alessi, and not in a good way like a blonde with a nice rack or pert ass, male or female, then whoever 
was in his sights had better pray that they'd made peace with their maker because it had never turned out 


well. 


If Sixx died, then the band would be no more. Nikki had always been the creative driving force, or least 

he had been, before the drugs started to take over. If the band folded then, most likely, McGhee Management 
would soon follow. Doc's company barely made it into the black some months and the money Doc skimmed 
from Nikki's drug purchases had long been propping up the failing company. Who knew that managing a few 
groups of dumb rockers would be so..expensivel If the company failed then Doc wouldn't be able to pay his loan 
and Michael would be calling Doc in for his explanation as to why his investment was not going to come to 
fruition 


Doc felt his insides turn to water, threatening to empty out into his underwear, at the thought of facing the 
mob boss. No, Michael must never get wind of this Jitte setback . 


At the very least, Doc had to look the part of the concerned manager, he decided, and make an appearance at 
the hospital. He'd just have to fly by the seat of his pants for the moment and hope like fuck that he wouldn't 


leave a stain. 


Doc hurriedly locked the contracts he was working on away in his safe, out of sight of prying eyes, along with 
the separate cash books he kept for Michael's records, and readied himself to leave the office. 


‘ll be gone for the rest of the day," Doc said to his assistant as he swept out of McGhee Management 
without a backward glance. Riding the elevator down to the parking garage, Doc slipped into his car and roared 


out onto the street. 


"Stupid, motherfuckin’ addict," Doc muttered as the tyres squealed around corners. 


Tommy POV 


"Fuck, what's taking so long," he said, pacing between the rows of plastic chairs. Vince, Mick and his dad, who 
watched him with wary eyes, had been sitting around waiting for any small skerrick of news about Nikki. 


His father, who had been sitting quietly, disassociated from the activities around him, the book from earlier 
still clutched in his hand, suddenly stood up and started following Tommy. "Where are we going?" he asked. 


"We're not going anywhere, Dad," Tommy said. "Why don't you sit down again, huh?" 


"No, we have a long way to walk," David continued, skirting around Tommy and taking a few steps. He turned 
back to look at Tommy and said, "Well, come on, young man. We don't have time to waste." 


Tommy was about to reply when Doc scurried through the ER doors, pausing only to look around. 
"There goes the peace and quiet," Mick muttered and Vince let out a muttered curse, "Shit!" 

"I got here as fast as | could," Doc said, puffing slightly. 

"The fuck you did," Mick said. "I rang you over an hour ago." 


"Heard of this thing called traffic?" Doc retorted and Mick flipped him off. "What's the latest? Have you spoken 


with a doctor?" 

"Please!" David interjected, tugging on Tommy's arm. "We must keep going. We can't stop..or they'll get us’ 
"Just a moment, Dad" Tommy soothed. "No one is going to get us" 

"| don't like him," his father said, stepping back and behind Tommy, away from Doc. 


"We don't either," Vince said with a chuckle. 


"Laugh it up, asshole," Doc replied. "So tell me what happened. From the beginning." 
"Nikki was the one being an asshole," Mick said. "Bitching and moaning about the smallest thing." 


"Nikki took off to the bathroom so we thought we'd break for lunch," Tommy said. "Dad was hungry so Mick 
and Vince offered to go get some food." 


"It was Chinese food," David added, momentarily forgetting his quest of avoiding whoever was chasing them. 


Doc sent a confused look to David, who completely ignored him yet continued to tug on Tommy's arm. 

Tommy patted his father's hand at his elbow as he continued his explanation. "I went to talk to Nikki but he 
was in a stall. | was talking; he wasn't answering so | looked over the top and that's when | saw him. | broke the 
stall door with a kick and dragged him out before going to call “Il.” 

"Was he breathing?" Doc asked. 

"Yes. just," Tommy sighed. 

Like you fucking care anyway," Mick growled. "This is all your fault” 


"Of course | care," Doc snapped back. "Just what are you implying anyway?" 


"No need to imply anything, dude," Vince stood in front of Doc and snarled sarcastically, "You only care that 
you might not have access to his bank account if he dies." 


"You're talking out your ass, sunshine," Doc growled and stepped up to Vince. "How about you stick to your job 
of shaking that fine ass, pretty-boy. And leave the finances..and Nikki..to me, since / am officially his next of 
kin" 


The oiliness of Doc's tone and the thought of him having control over things like Nikki's hospital treatments, 


sent something ugly roiling around in Tommy's gut. 


Vince drew back his arm, ready to strike. "Vince!" Tommy hissed, pushing himself between the men. "This 
is not helping Nikki." 


"Heyl" the nurse yelled from behind the triage desk. 
All eyes focused on the formidable woman standing with her hands on her hips. 
"Don't make me call security! You start a fight in here," she circled her finger around, indicating the waiting 


room, "and I'll have you all removed from the premises!" Her hand shot toward the exit, leaving no doubt that 


they'd be booted to the curb on their collective asses. 


Like rabid dogs circling each other, Vince and Doc glared at each other for a further minute or two before the 
manager finally backed down, taking a step back and away from the small huddle. 


"Well," Mick, who had been watching the standoff with great interest, groaned with a wince as he stood, 
breaking the possible combat between his bandmate and manager. "I can't sit here any longer and it seems that 
we are no longer wanted or required. | got things to do and alcohol to consume. Do you lot need a ride back to 


the hall?" Mick threw a scathing glare at Doc first before taking Vince and Tommy into his sights. 


"IIl take you up on that," Vince said, adding, "Doc can go fuck himself from now on" Mick nodded in agreement 


before looking to Tommy for an answer. 


"Tell you what," Doc interrupted, scrubbing his hand over his face, "I'll go speak to the desk. They might be 


able to talk to me." He turned and walked to the nurses station. 
"Yeah, make yourself fucking useful for once," Vince sniped at his retreating back. 
"Good riddance," Mick added coldly, also watching him depart. 


Tommy murmured a quiet thank you to Vince, patting him on the chest as the tension in the room dissipated 
somewhat. "Now is not the time to worry about Doc," he said. "We'll deal with that piece of shit later." 


"Can't | just hit him once?" Vince hissed. "Just once. POW! Smash that nose to pieces and watch his teeth fall 
to the floor." 


"Wait until Nikki is out of here and well enough to enjoy the show," Tommy smirked and Vince blinked at him a 


couple of times before releasing an amused huff. 
"Yeah, yeah..okay, T," the blonde nodded. 


Once Vince's energy had subsided, Tommy flicked his eyes around the waiting area and found his father 
wandering through the rows of chairs, peering under seats and into rubbish bins. 


"Um..! think I'm gonna stay here for a bit," Tommy said, finally returning to Mick's earlier question. "| wanna 


see that Nikki's gonna be okay for myself.” 


He didn't need to add that he didn't trust Doc as it seemed that Mick and Vince were on the same page where 
the rotund manager was concerned. It would certainly make Doc, and Nikki's possible reluctance to break ties 


with him, easier to deal with later on. 


"What about..2" Mick lifted his chin in David's direction. 


"He'll be fine for the moment," Tommy said. "I've got his meds with me anyway in the backpack and we won't 
stay long. | just..l just need to know he's gonna be okay, ya know?" The last of his words came out a little 
strangled. 

"How you gonna get home, kid?" Mick asked kindly. 


"l'Il take a cab back to the rehearsal rooms," Tommy replied, drawing in a shaky breath. "If Nikki's awake, I'll ask 
him if | can drive his car home. He won't wanna leave it sitting around there overnight" 


Mick grunted in acknowledgement before saying, "Well, keep us in the loop, kid. We had a feeling this was going 
to happen one day. | think Nikki is very lucky to have you around" The guitarist gripped Tommy's shoulder, 


giving it a squeeze. "In more ways that one," he said a little lower. 


Tommy felt exposed under the blue eyed gaze and found himself unable to speak. He nodded and sent Mick a 
quick smile before dropping his eyes to his shoes. "Um..thanks," he mumbled as heat filled his face. 


With one final squeeze to Tommy's shoulder, Mick turned away and said, "C'mon, Princess. Your chariot awaits." 
"Fuck you, motherfucker. Ya know..you're gonna need your beauty sleep after today, old man," Vince replied with 
a two middle-fingered salute to his bandmate. "T-Bone..catch ya later, dude. Call if you or Nkki need us and 
don't forget to let us know when tall, dark and addicted comes round,” which earned him a slap on the back of 
his head from Mick. "Hey! Whatcha do that for?!" 

"Do | need a reason, blondie?" 

Tommy listened to the two bickering all down the corridor to the exit. They'd made an eye-catching exit with 
Mick dressed in his customary black complete with sweeping long coat, regardless of the weather and Vince 
with all his sparkle and shine. 

"Where are they going?" David asked, tugging at Tommy's elbow. "Do they have protection from the evil one?" 
"Sure, Dad," Tommy said, wearily. "Mick is a mighty warlord and he will protect Princess Vince." 

"Good, good," David said. "We must leave too. Before the evil one comes back from his quest." 


"Nikki?" Tommy questioned. "I thought you and Nikki were friends?" 


"Lord Nicholas and | are firm allies, Lord Thomas," David nodded. "But it is not Lord Nicholas that we need to 
fear. It is the wolf in sheep's clothing." 


Tommy noticed his father's eyes flick over and over again toward where Doc stood and he wondered how 


much his father actually saw and understood. Probably rather more than Tommy had expected. 


"Lord Nicholas is very ill at the moment, King David," Tommy said, playing along with his father's flight of 
fantasy. "I fear that he may have taken too much poppy poison into his body. We must protect Lord Nicholas 
from evil at all costs." 


"It would be my honour, Lord Thomas," his father said, bowing low in front of him, "to protect the one you 


have given your heart to.” 
"Given- um, huh?" Tommy spluttered, thoroughly thrown off kilter. 


"Hmm," David grunted. "Do not fear, Lord Thomas, your King approves of the match. Lord Nicholas knows this; 
we have spoken of it. He has given his heart too, although he is still unsure of the reception the two of you 


may receive beyond the kingdom's walls.” 

A swell of emotion overcame Tommy at that point. He took his father's hands and bowed low, kissing his 
wedding band that Tommy hadn't had the heart to remove. When he rose and looked into his father's eyes, he 
could see his dad struggling to come forward, fighting to be in the present for his son. He launched himself at 


his father, wrapping his arms around the fragile man who sired him. 
"Thank you, Sir," he whispered, using the title both out of respect for his father and his King . 


"Come," David commanded. "Let us see if we can find a healer to draw the evil poison from Lord Nicholas once 


and for all." 


David strode off in the direction of the doors to the emergency ward before Tommy could even attempt to 


hold him back. 


"Dad!" Tommy hissed as he disappeared through the doors and around a corner. "You can't- damn it!" he 


cursed and took off after him. 
Tommy caught up with his father easily and David looked at him with a grin, pulling two used visitor stickers 


from his pocket and handing one to Tommy. "Put it on. This insignia seems to allow people beyond the guard 


tower." 


"What the..?l" Tommy started to ask but gave up and pressed the still sticky label to his shirt as his father 
stepped into the bustling ER. 


" Lord Nicholas?!" David yelled, drawing the attention of a few people before their focus returned to their work 
"Shhh, Dad," Tommy hissed again. "You can't yell in here." 


"Can | help you?" a male voice asked from behind Tommy, who spun on his heels. Tommy looked up into the 


face of a burly male nurse with a curiously wary but friendly face. 


"I'm sorry," Tommy said. "My dad has dementia," he explained and the nurse smiled kindly at David. "Um..we're 
looking for a.um, a friend? Nikki Sixx?" 


"Oh, that Lord Nicholas," he said to his father, reaching for the closest arm and placing his hand on his wrist. 
Tommy had no doubt that he was surreptitiously checking his father's vital signs. 


"Kind healer, are you able to direct us to him?" David asked. 
"You're his carer?" the nurse asked, directing the question to Tommy. 


"Yes, for the past few years," Tommy said. "He is under Dr Teskey's care. We have an appointment next week 


for a check up." 

"Okay," he nodded. "But you're here for..?" 

"My friend, Nikki, was brought in earlier," Tommy explained. "Overdose." 

"Ah, right!" the nurse said. "I'l allow you to stay for ten minutes, no more. He's sleeping at the moment. He's 
gonna be okay, though it was touch and go for a while there. The paramedics had to restart his heart in 


transit." 


Tommy stumbled and thought he was going to be sick. "Um.he died?" He swallowed the bile down and forced 
the question out of his mouth, past his lips. 


"Hmm," the male nurse nodded. "But the paramedics were quick in getting him back. Follow me," he said and 
strode further into the ward toward the far corner and placed his hand on the opening of the blue curtain. 
‘Oh...you wouldn't happen to be Tommy, would you?" 


"Uh, yeah," he replied, frowning. Tommy couldn't understand how the other would know his name. "How did you 


know?" 
"Someone's been muttering your name ever since he came around,” he said with a wry smile and drew back 
the curtain. He put up his hand before stepping aside and said, "Your Majesty, would you please refrain from 


yelling now? There are some very sick people here in this kingdom and they need their rest" 


"Oh! Yes, of course," David replied with a regal incline of his head. "Thank you for taking care of our Lord 


Nicholas. He is a very troubled young man and he needs our help." 


Tommy looked at his father with a tilt of his head, confounded once again that his father seemed to see and 
understand more than he let on. 


"Good luck to you, then," the nurse said. "Remember, ten minutes only." 


He stepped aside and Tommy got his first glimpse of Nikki lying in the bed, his face almost as white as the 
sheets that he lay between 


"Nikki!" he gasped in horror. 


~ Ke 


The Chills Keep Shootin' Down The Back Of My Neck 


Author's Notes: 
Another last minute burst of writing/beta-ing this morning (Saturday, my time) and here we all are. 


This is the set-up for the end so start preparing yourselves. % 


Looking forward to all your comments as usual.they truly mean the world to us even if we don't get a chance 


to reply! 


J 


Chapter 13 
The Chills Keep Shootin’ Down The Back Of My Neck 
Tommy POV 


"Nikkil" Tommy gasped, horrified at how pale and waxy Nikki's usually tanned complexion looked. An oxygen mask 
was positioned over his nose and mouth and electrodes littered his chest, his shirt having been cut off and left 
lying in a pile on the floor with his boots. 


His father gently pushed him further forward and pulled the curtain closed behind him. "Go," he said, gently, 


waving Tommy forward. "| will stand guard.” 


Tommy stumbled forward to the side of Nikki's bed. Sliding his hand into Nikki's, Tommy closed his eyes in 
relief at the warmth that he found. He'd been convinced Nikki would be cold to the touch. 


"Nikki?! Baby, it's Tommy," he said softly, bringing Nikki's hand up to his cheek and holding it there before 
touching his lips to the back of the hand. "I was so scared, Nikki. | thought I'd lost you..and I've only just found 
you." Tommy kissed Nikki's knuckles again, cursing himself for sounding so pathetic. "Please wake up so | know 


you're gonna be okay." 


"The poison from the poppy flowers is a powerful one, my Lord," his father said, regally. "It may take many 
days for Lord Nicholas to regain his head." 


"Dad..'m scared," Tommy whispered, unable to drag his eyes away from Nikki's face. Tommy heard his father 
step closer before feeling the comforting warmth of his familiar hand on his shoulder. 


"| know the fear well, my son," his father said. "But remember, you have a chancel He is alive, is he not, judging 
by the confounded noise coming from that thing that goes bing every other minute." 


Tommy couldn't help but chuckle at his father. He sniffed; tear-filled, wet, snot, and could do nothing but 
swallow it down along with the fear. His father never had the chance to do what he was doing; either visit his 


wife in hospital or to be able to say goodbye. 


"Dad..Your Majesty,” Tommy said, turning to look at his father over his shoulder. "You were right. | have lost 
my heart to Nikki." 


"You have?" Nikki's weak, croaky voice questioned, echoing behind the mask before he broke out into a cough. 
"Jesus Christ, Nikki..you're okay," Tommy exclaimed. "You sound like shit though," he breathed after a moment. 


Nikki smiled slowly and opened his eyes, meeting Tommy's worried gaze. Nikki dragged the oxygen mask from 
his face and said, "Kiss me." 


Tommy nodded, not caring that his face was wet from tears, and bent over the prone man. The first touch of 
their lips was halting, tremulous, but also fortifying at the same time. Nikki brought his hand up to cup 
Tommy's cheek, his thumb brushing away the dampness. 

"Thank you," Nikki said hoarsely. 

"For what?" Tommy asked, taking Nikki's hand and sitting on the edge of the bed. 


"For being..there," Nikki said, petering off into a cough. "Water." 


"Oh! Hang on," Tommy said, reaching for the small hospital issue sipper cup on the tray table and holding it to 
Nikki's mouth. 


"Lord Nicholas," David said, stepping up to the other side of the bed "You are well enough?" 
"Enough," Nikki confirmed. "It felt..something was off" 


"The smell," David replied. "The evil one has a lot to answer for and the fates will take care of that one. We 


now must take care of you, however." 
"What do you mean, Dad?" Tommy asked, dragging his attention away from Nikki for a moment. 
"The smell," David repeated before being distracted by the medical equipment stored around the place. 


Tommy looked to Nikki who gave a little shrug. 


"Dad..King David, could you please explain a bit more," Tommy asked. 


"The concoctions that get delivered to Lord Nicholas by the evil one," David replied with a slight exasperation in 


his tone, "smell different recently to previous times." 


"Son of a bitch," Nikki swore softly. "He's given me dirty smack," he groaned. "No wonder | feel like shit" Nikki 
started pulling at the electrodes off his chest and setting the machine's alarms off. 


"What are you doing?!" Tommy exclaimed, watching in horror as Nikki yanked the needle from his arm. 
‘tim going to find that motherfucker and beat the shit outta him," Nikki growled, throwing back the bedding. 
"Nikki, you can't-," Tommy said, as Nikki shook free of his grasp. 


"That motherfucker almost killed me!" Nikki snarled, reminding Tommy that the beast was still below the flimsy 
defences that the comatose Nikki had put up. 


"Nikki, please! You're not well enough yet." 


"Don't try to stop me, Tommy." Nikki swung his legs around Tommy to get out of the bed only clutch at his 
head with hiss. 


"He might not, but | willl" It was the nurse from earlier. "Get your ass back in that damn bed. The paramedics 
didn't go to all the trouble of saving your scrawny ass just for you to undo all their hard work" 


‘lm fine,” Nikki insisted and attempted to stand up only to have his knees buckle beneath him, falling against 
Tommy's side. 


"Nikkil" Tommy exclaimed as the nurse took a large step forward to assist in catching him before he crumpled 


to the floor. 
"Lemme gol" Nikki growled, wrenching from the helping hands, struggling to stand on his own once more. 


"Lord Nicholas," David said, imperiously. "You must return to your bed and listen to the healer. It's for your 
own good. You have others who require you to be healthy and strong. Including your King.” 


Nikki stopped his struggle and looked at Tommy's father before he dropped his head in defeat. Between Tommy 
and the nurse, the weakened Nikki was helped back into the bed, the sudden expelled energy leaving him weak 


and compliant, his eyes closing almost instantly. 


"You're both going to have to leave now," the nurse said to Tommy as he bustled around Nikki to reattach the 


electrodes and IV line. "Your ten minutes is up and there's someone else here to see your friend” 


"Nol" Tommy barked in a harsh whisper. "Don't let him in. Please. | know who it is and we have a feeling he's 


the one that instigated this," he said, pointing to Nikki. 

"Do you have proof?" the nurse eyed him speculatively. 

"No..nothing definitive," Tommy sighed. 

The nurse was silent for a moment as he worked, writing some notes into the file at the end of Nikki's bed, 
then said, "Okay, I'll keep him out for the time being. Your friend will be staying overnight with us as, depending 
on the amount he's taken, there's a high chance of him slipping into unconsciousness again" 


"Is that..is he unconscious now?" It worried Tommy how quickly Nikki had fallen back asleep. 


"No, he's only sleeping," the man said. "But he still has heroin residue in his system and he just used up 
whatever stores of energy he'd built up by trying to leave. So now he has to restart that process again" 


"I know we have to leave but can | just have one more minute?" Tommy asked. "Then | promise we'll go." 
"One minute," the nurse replied, holding up a finger and giving Tommy a stern glare. 


Tommy nodded and as soon as the nurse left the cubicle, he moved back to Nikki's side. "Nikki?! Can you hear 
me? Open your eyes, baby," he said. "Let me see those pretty green eyes of yours." 


Nikki snuffled awake, blinking sleepily. "My angel," he said, with a sleepy smile. 


Tommy's heart leapt within his rib cage. Sensibility tempered the joy at Nikki calling him his angel, knowing that 
he still had residual opiates in his system. 


"Hey," he returned with a soft smile. "They're kicking us out. But | just wanted to say goodbye first and to let 
you know I'm going to get your car and take it home..if that's okay with you." 


"S fine," Nikki mumbled. "So tired." His eyelids shuttered, blocking the green eyes from Tommy's view once 


more. "Love you," Nikki mumbled as he rolled over to his side, away from Tommy. 
Tommy was paralysed. 


Had Nikki meant to say those words; two very small but hugely significant words?! Surely not! It was too soon.. 


wasn't it?! Did he dare say it back? Was it love that he felt for Nikki? 


Yes, he was pretty sure it was, even if it was only the first tiny breaking shoot, fighting its way from the 
seed through the fecund earth of their newly discovered relationship to the sunlight. 


He heard his father clear his throat as he placed a hand on his shoulder. "Come. He needs his rest," his father 
said. 


Doc POV 


Doc left the hospital fuming. He was turned away from seeing Nikki no matter how much he protested and 
pulled the "But /m his manager and next of kin" card. And yet that skinny fuck, Tommy , comes out with his 


loopy old man, grinning like he'd seen the next messiah. 


He drove back to his office, ducking and weaving through traffic and taking corners angrily, finally pulling into 
the parking garage below his office building. The slam of the car door echoed loudly above the noise filtering in 
from the street, his low-rise heels clicking on the cement floor as he walked purposefully to the elevator and 


stabbing at the button repeatedly. 
The ping of the elevator was loud and distracted from recognising a presence until it was too late. 
"What the..?l" Doc squeaked as he received a sudden rush from behind, forcing Doc into the small space. 


The two large Polynesian-looking men blocked Doc's escape by standing shoulder to shoulder across the 
elevator doors. One pressed the floor button and the doors slid closed behind them. 


"What's going on?" Doc asked nervously. He knew these two. They were part of Michael's inner sanctum 
security team. That only meant one thing and Doc felt a wave of fear wash over him. He tried to not let it 


show, however, by leaning nonchalantly against the wall of the elevator car. 


There was no forthcoming answer which just made Doc's innards squirm even further in the silent ride to the 


tenth floor. 


The car shuddered to a stop and one meaty hand reached forward and gripped his bicep, almost circling Doc's 
arm easily. He was dragged from the back of the car and pushed in front of both of the hulking masses and 


marched toward his office suite. 


"Oh!" his assistant squeaked as he was pushed roughly through the front door. "M-Mr McGhee, th-there's 


someone-." 
"Go home for the day," Doc barked as he was manhandled toward his office. "I'll take care of this." 


Tweedle Dum on his left, opened Doc's office door and Tweedle Dee on his right, shoved Doc through the door, 
sending him sprawling onto the floor. He heard the door close as he gathered his wits and slowly got to his 
feet. He didn't need to see who was in the room with him, even if the goons didn't give it away, Michael 


Alessi's personal presence filled whatever space the human form happened to be sitting or standing in. 


Doc took his time to brush himself down and straighten his clothes before turning to face the Scicilian sitting 


in his office chair. 

"Glad you could finally join me," Michael said, his deep, gravelly voice. 

There was no offer to sit down and Doc didn't dare do so in case it drew Michael's ire. 
"| wasn't expecting you today, Michael," Doc said with all the bravado he could manage. 


Michael inclined his head at the comment. "The word on the street is that your headliner's moneymaker almost 
checked himself out," he said. "| came to get an update on his condition and to ensure that your payment next 


week will be made on time..for a change." 


He should have been shocked at how Michael had known about Nikki's overdose, but Doc wasn't surprised at all. 
"Sixx is fine, Michael,” he said. "He's being well taken care of and should be back on his feet for the show this 
weekend. You'll get your money..and on fime . | guarantee it" Doc prayed to all the powers that be that Nikki 


would be fine to perform in two days time and that he wouldn't have to eat his words. 


"You guarantee it, huh?" Michael rose and strolled around from behind the desk to stand in front of Doc. The 
taller man leaned forward, making Doc bend backward slightly, and said, "| hope..for your sake..that | won't be 
disappointed. You know what happens if | am disappointed, don't you?!" 


"Y-yes, Sir," he said, cursing himself for showing that small weakness by addressing Michael as Sir. He quaked 
slightly under Michael's stare; so close that Doc could see the depths of hell in the dark orbs. 


"Hmm," Michael grunted, straightening up. He patted Doc on the cheek before sidestepping him. "I'll expect you 
first thing Monday, McGhee," he said as he opened the door and, without looking back, left with a small snick 
from the closing door. It could have been the sound of a gun being cocked; for such a small sound, it held the 


greatest of import. 


Next Day 
Nikki POV 


Nikki couldn't wait to get out of the hospital. Deemed safe from immediate danger, he'd been moved to a 
general ward shortly after Tommy and David had left but hadn't been able to sleep much. Not for the want of 
trying, but his fitful rest was frequently disturbed by nurses coming in to take his blood pressure, drain him 
of his blood or swab his dick to test. 


"Your bloodwork shows that youre now clean of opioids..but also, there is no sign of syphilis, HV, genital herpes and 
hepatitis B. And your swabs show negative for trichomonasis, gonorrhoea and chlamydia" 


That had been a few hours ago and Nikki had congratulated himself on staying free of any diseases even if he 
couldn't stay free from the drugs. It gave him some good news to tell Tommy when he saw him next, which 


would be in about an hour when he and the old man came to pick him up. 
When they did finally sleep together, he'd be confident that he wouldn't pass anything on to the cute brunette. 


Nikki smiled as a brief recollection of calling Tommy his angel popped into his head, followed quickly on its heels 
with Love you. Had he really said those words to Tommy already? 


"Hope you're ready for me, baby," he mumbled to himself. "Coz l'm coming for you." 


He sat up in the small hospital bed, crossing his legs and stretching out his back. He was tired of lying around 
and not being able to do anything. The nurses had taken the electrodes off last night but they were stil 
pumping him full of fluids while they could. 


He looked down at his arm where the IV pierced his skin and scoffed ironically. One needle almost took his life 
yet another was helping prolong it. Maybe it was time to start thinking about the latter rather than the 


former. 


The hospital-issue social worker had visited him last night too and had left a passel of leaflets for different 
facilities to help with addictions of all sorts. Nikki had all but ignored the middle-aged woman at the time, giving 
snide, one word answers before rolling over in bed and completely shutting her down. The small pile of leaflets 
were still sitting on his tray table, meek and mild, just like the woman that had left them. Maybe he should 
seriously consider taking them with him when they discharged him, he thought. 


He couldn't remember much of yesterday after he pushed the plunger on that damned hypodermic..apart from 
a feeling of relief at seeing Tommy when he opened his eyes. His housemate, his new friend, his bandmate and 


drummer, his new lover, hopefully..but most of all, his guardian angel. 


Yet all that, all the nice, happy, warm and fuzzy feelings dissipated into dust when his brain latched onto the 
revelation that Doc had supplied him with dirty smack, probably knowingly, and that had landed him in this 


predicament. 
"God damned cocksucker," Nikki snarled. "You're done, McGhee." 


Over the past few weeks when he'd been spending time with the old man, "David! Call him by his name, ya 
dipshit, Sixx," he muttered to himself, he'd found himself speaking about things that he'd kept bottled up, with 
the understanding that David would either forget altogether or offer a different perspective on his problems 
depending on what mind-set the dementia-riddled brain allowed at the time. 


Sometimes they'd carry on full conversations either in character or just as themselves, and other times Nikki 
would be the one doing all the talking to the disassociated man. 


He'd never liked Doc but the older man had seemed to know what he was talking about when it came to the 
music business. He'd worked them hard but it had paid off with the three of them being able to live 
comfortably, if not extravagantly, in the aftermath of Robbie's demise, off the money from the Robbie-era- 


band first release and subsequent tour. 
And as for the drugs, realistically Nikki could only hold Doc partially to blame after that first day. Nikki hadn't 
realised that he had such a weakness where his addiction was concerned. If he'd known, he would have fought a 


bit harder, pushed back against Doc's insistence that it would help Nikki get through losing Robbie. 


The more he thought about Doc and how he'd betrayed him, the angrier Nikki became. He found himself forced 


to question in what other ways he might have been deceived by the manager. 

Nikki knew he needed to get proof and that meant making a visit to Pete. He'd been there both with and 
without Doc a few times so he knew where to go and how to announce his intentions. After Pete, it would 
finally be time to deal with Doc once and for all. 

New drummer, new band..new manager. 

Nikki had been so lost in thought that he'd forgotten to watch the clock for Tommy's arrival 


"LORD NICHOLAS?!" 


There was a small wave of mixed grumbles telling David to be quiet and chuckles at the unusual greeting from 
the other patients in the large ward. 


"Shhh, Dad!" Tommy's voice reached Nikki's ears next. Nikki slipped from his bed and made his way to the 


opening in the cubicle curtain. 
"Sorry everyone,’ Tommy said. "He has dementia," he said by way of explanation 
This was David's favoured altered dimension recently, it seemed and, today, Nikki was happy to play along. 


Nikki couldn't help but grin and answer with, "My King and my angel." He bowed deeply with a flourish of his 
hand in his best imitation of regality. 


The feeling in the centre of his chest, the warmth around his heart, almost overwhelmed him when Tommy's 
face changed from worry to happiness as their eyes met. Tommy bounded over to him in a couple of long- 


legged strides and stopped just in front of him. 


The two embraced awkwardly, one armed and more brotherly than Nikki had hoped but since they had a ward 


full of eyes watching them out of boredom, he didn't want to cause too much trouble. 
"Hey!" Tommy said, almost breathless. 


"Hey, yourself," Nikki replied, grinning almost as stupidly as Tommy was. "Let's get outta here." He grabbed 
Tommy's wrist and started for the door only to feel the pull of the IV line in his arm. "Shit!" he hissed, looking 


down at his arm in surprise. "I forgot about that." He turned back to the bed to buzz for a nurse. 


Its not the only thing you've forgotten, Nik," Tommy chuckled. "Or is this a new look for the band? Coz if it 


is..we're gonna need a little more coverage in the lower half" 


Nikki gawped over his shoulder at Tommy for a moment, wondering why the drummer was turning pink right 
up to his ears. It wasn't until Tommy's eyes flicked down to Nikki's ass hanging out the back of his hospital 
issue gown and immediately flew up to the ceiling that he remembered that he was basically naked beneath a 


flimsy cotton coverall..except it didn't cover much at all. 
"My Liege, your offspring has wandering eyes," Nikki said, addressing David. "What say you?" 


| say that he is a hale and hearty young man," David responded, looking at Nikki but laying his hand on 


Tommy's shoulder, "and appreciating the human form is a natural occupation" 


"Mr Sixx," a middle-aged dower woman said, "kindly not share your rump with the whole ward and visitors, 
please."She thrust his jeans and boots toward him and continued, "I will remove your IV and then you can get 
dressed." She washed her hands in the small basin in the ward and returned to his cubicle. "Sit," she barked 


and pointed to the bed. "Hold out your arm, please." 


Nikki did so and the nurse tucked his hand between her elbow and her waist as she started to remove the 
bandaging that held the line in. Nikki turned his hand so that his palm laid against her body and gave the excess 
flesh a little squeeze. 


The sour woman met Nikki's eyes and he gave her his best smile and winked at her. 


| can take this out easily, Mr Sixx," she responded, arching her eyebrow at him. "Or | can make it hurt. Which 


would you prefer?" 


"Just thought I'd brighten your day, dollfa- ahhh, fuck!" Nikki hissed as the woman yanked the needle from his 
arm without preamble. "Jesus Christ..you didn't have to be a bitch about it” 


"C'mon, Nikki,” Tommy chuckled. "Leave the nice nurse alone so we can get you outta here." 


"Mr Sixx will need rest, so he will need to be taken straight home," the nurse said sternly, affixing a bandaid 
over the open wound moments before Nikki ripped the gown from his body, leaving him standing naked in the 


small cubicle. 
"Jesus Christ..." Tommy muttered, running his hand over his face. 


The woman looked Nikki up and down with a blank look, sighed wearily and said, "If you're trying to impress or 
shock me, Mr Sixx, | can assure you I've seen every shape, size and state of arousal in my thirty odd years 


of nursing. Get dressed. You can sign the release papers at the nurses’ station on your way out" 


"Lord Nicholas," David interjected, stopping Nikki from making any further remarks to the disappearing nurse, 
"we have brought your battle cloak and colours but I'm afraid we were unable to find any undergarments." 


David was holding an old Sweet t-shirt that had seen better days and his leather jacket. 


‘Its alright, my Liege," Nikki grinned as he pulled his dirty jeans up his legs. "I don't wear them anyway," he 


looked straight at Tommy for the next sentence. "It makes for easier access, ya know?!" 


Nikki grinned at Tommy's flustered look and he could pinpoint the exact moment that his comment had settled 
into Tommy's lusty thoughts. He was mildly surprised that Tommy didn't pop a boner right there and then as 
he was wont to do at home. His potential lover was quick on the draw, so to speak, which made their make-out 
sessions both highly interesting and intensely frustrating at the same time. 


"Mi-ck-," Tommy cleared his throat and tried to speak again as Nikki slipped his heavy biker-style boots on 
"Mick and Vince are coming by the house later..thought if you wanted to practise more, it would be easier for 


you to do it at home. I'll go load the van with them tomorrow so you can get as much rest as possible.” 


"Baby, l'm grateful," Nikki said, standing upright but leaning heavily against the edge of the bed, desperately 
hoping that he wasn't showing how dizzy the simple move of putting on his goddamn shoes had made him. "But 
| got plenty of sleep last night. We got things to do today though, before we go home." 


"Oh?!" Tommy asked as his father helped Nikki into his jacket after pulling the ratty t-shirt over his head. 


"Yeah," Nikki replied, looking Tommy square in the eye. "Today is the beginning of the end of Doc McGhee. Let 


me sign out and then we can get outta here." 


Nikki stopped briefly at the desk to sign his release, making sure that the billing address was that of McGhee 
Entertainment. He only half-heartedly listened to the instructions and the lecture given as Tommy and David 


hovered close by. Eventually, he was given the all-clear and said, "Let's gol” 


Tommy, ushering the old man, had started toward the exit with Nikki following close behind, but the pamphlets 
that the social worker had left, tickled his mind and called out to him. Nikki hesitated for a moment, turning to 
look behind him. 


I'll see you at the elevators," he said to the Bass' and trotted back into the ward. The surly nurse from 


earlier was attending another patient in the room but watched Nikki's movements with a keen eye. He winked at 


her but said nothing as he scooped up the pile of colourful papers and shoved them into his back pocket. 

Nikki looked up and found himself eye to eye with the nurse For the first time he'd seen, she openly smiled at 
him. He returned the smile with a devilish smirk and a jaunty wave before leaving again. He trotted down the 
hallway suddenly feeling lighter than he had in a long time. He rounded the corner to the elevators and 


skittered to a stop when Tommy turned to him and smiled 

"There you are," the younger man said. "Did you forget something?" 

Suddenly, Nikki knew that he'd made the right decision to go back and get those leaflets. 

"Yeah, something like that," Nikki said and the elevator pinged. The doors slid open to reveal an empty car. 


David stepped in first, saying, "These magical metal boxes confound me. | would very much like to see how 


they work." 


"Tell you what, my Liege," Nikki said, placing his hand on the small of Tommy's back as they stepping into the 
carriage behind David. "If today goes the way | hope it will, I'll find you a magician that can explain it all to you." 


"That sounds wonderful, Lord Nicholas. Thank you," David replied as the doors closed behind them. 


Now that they were cocooned within the metal walls, Nikki tugged Tommy into his arms and buried his nose 
into his hair and neck, breathing deeply of a scent that had quickly become comforting to him. 


"Thank you," he whispered just loud enough for Tommy to hear and he felt the tightening of Tommy's arms 
around him as acknowledgement. Nikki opened his eyes to see David watching them both with an indulgent smile. 
He winked at Tommy's father who tapped his nose in response. 


"You scared me," Tommy breathed and Nikki felt the shudder tear through Tommy. 


Nikki pushed him back and cupped his cheek. "I know..and I'm sorry," he said. "And with what's going to go down 
next..its not going to get any easier. But whatever | do today, you gotta trust me, okay? You need to keep 
your Dad safe..so don't try to be a hero for me. Do you understand me, baby?!" He gripped the back of 
Tommy's neck and squeezed, 


"Nikki, I-," Tommy said but fell silent when Nikki squeezed a little tighter. 


He dropped a quick kiss to Tommy's cheek before stepping back and out of the still opening elevator doors, 


leaving Tommy and his father to follow in his wake. 
"Where's the car?" Nikki asked, waggling his hand as they strode toward the parking lot, "And gimme the keys?" 


"No! You're not in any shape to drive, Nikki," Tommy said, stopping and digging his heels in. 


Nikki rounded on Tommy. "Gimme..the goddamn keys..please," he growled. "Don't cross me on this one, baby. | 
got people to see today and | don't want to have to worry that you're going to do something that will put all 
of us in the firing line instead of Doc." 


‘lm riding shotgun," David called gleefully, completely forgetting his regal countenance. 

"Please, Nikki," Tommy pleaded and shoved the keys down his pants defiantly and crossed his arms. 

Nikki scoffed devilishly and said, "You really think that's gonna stop me, baby?" 

He sucked on his bottom lip before sliding his hand beneath the waistband of Tommy's jeans, deliberately 
feeling around more than strictly necessary and watching the younger man's eyes almost roll back in his head. 
He hooked his pinky into the keyring and slowly withdrew the car keys making Tommy hiss when the sharp 
edge caught on the tender, growing flesh. He grinned at the brunette moments before he laid a hot and 
passionate kiss on Tommy's lips. 


"Goddamn it, Nikki," Tommy breathed, teetering back on his heels a little once the kiss broke. 


"Thought you'd see it my way," he replied with a smirk. "Let's gol" Nikki turned and strode off leaving the 
others to catch up. 


~ Ke 


Like A Freight Train Poundin’ In The Pit Of My Chest 
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Chapter 14 

Like A Freight Train Poundir’ In The Pit Of My Chest 

Nikki POV 

Nikki slid effortlessly behind the wheel of his car and had the key in the ignition before the others had even 
opened the passenger door. He was champing at the bit to get going and put his plan into action but watching 


Tommy struggling to fold his long frame small enough to squeeze into the back seats was worth the wait. 


"Don't break anything important back there," Nikki chuckled, as David pushed the front seat back into position 


and climbed in. 


"Don't worry, I'm being careful not to stick my feet on anything," Tommy replied, wriggling around to get 
himself comfortable. 


Nikki turned the engine over then twisted around in his seat and swung his arm over the back of the 


passenger's seat, preparing to reverse out. 


| wasn't talking about the car," he said with a wink as he pressed his foot on the accelerator, expertly guiding 
his car backwards from the space where Tommy had parked it. "You need both legs to do what l'm plannin’ on 


doin’ one day" 


"Oh!" Tommy responded softly. 


Bringing his arm back, but not before finding Tommy's leg and giving it a squeeze, Nikki threw the car into 
first gear and peeled out of the parking garage. 


The mood in the car was one of anxious anticipation and it kept everyone quiet, including David, who would 
normally have a running commentary on all the places they drove past. Making his way through the mid- 
morning traffic, Nikki kept going over all possible scenarios of how events would play out when he got to Pete's 
in his mind. There were several less than pleasant scenarios but he was fairly confident that he'd be able to 


get the information he needed without having to resort to any physicality. 


"We're almost there," he said, rounding the last corner and keeping watch for a secure place to park. He found 
one, less than a block from Pete's apartment building, and pulled into it smoothly. The neighbourhood wasn't so 
bad that he had to worry about his car being vandalised but it was still his pride and joy and he preferred not 


to park on the street when there was any better option available. 


Nikki killed the engine and opened his door. Stepping out he looked up at the nondescript building. Nothing had 
changed from the last time Nikki had been here. 


"Are you sure you want to do this, Nikki?" Tommy asked once he'd untangled himself from the back seat. 


Nikki looked back at Tommy, who was leaning on the top of the car with his father standing close by. He sighed 
and pulled a face, shaking his head, "Not really but," he said and reached for the pamphlets in his pocket, "if I'm 
going to go down this road," he waved the paper in front of him, "then | need to clean house first..starting with 


Pete." 


Tommy almost launched himself across the roof of the car and snatched the leaflets from his hand. Flicking 
through them, Tommy glanced up at Nikki and asked, "Seriously?! You're actually thinking of going to rehab?" 


"Eh," Nikki sounded with a shrug. He sighed and closed his door before stepping around the car to where 
Tommy stood. 


"Robbie's death hit me hard..and the drugs were what | needed at the time to get me through that. Actually, 
when | think more about it, back then Doc was the one who kept insisting that | needed them. Maybe | didn't... 


but | was already too far gone to realise it” 


Nikki plucked the papers from Tommy's hand and shoved them back into his pocket before looking into the soft, 
brown eyes. "Robbie's gone..but you're here. | wanna be here too. For as long as possible. l-l'm not promising 


anything, babe. A-and it's gonna be hard..but...” 


Tommy gripped Nikki's wrist and rubbed his thumb over the pulse. "I know it's going to be hard. But I'll be here 


for every step, forward or backward. And | know Mick and Vince are willing to do whatever is necessary to get 


their bandmate back full time too." 
"Have you three been talking about me behind my back?" Nikki gently prodded. 
"Maybe," Tommy shrugged with a grin. 


‘lm glad actually," Nikki said, dropping his head a little, embarrassed that his brothers had accepted Tommy so 
easily. He shuffled his feet awkwardly and looked around a bit before saying, "Lets get this over and done with. 
Pete's going to be the easy one to deal with. It's what's going to happen next that I'm not looking forward to." 
He pulled his wrist free from Tommy's grasp and started for the apartment's main entrance leaving Tommy 


and David to follow in his wake. 
"What are you talking about, Nikki?" Tommy demanded, hurrying to catch up. "What are you going to do?" 


"Safer if | don't tell you, babe,” Nikki said, wrenching open the swing door and allowing the others into the cool 
lobby. Letting the door close on its own, Nikki stepped up to the elevator call panel and hit the Up button. 


"What do you mean by safer, Nikki?" Tommy asked, pushing his way in front of Nikki and partially blocking the 
older man from the elevator. "You just said you wanted to be around. What are you planning that would negate 


that?" 


The door opened behind the drummer. Nikki placed his hands on the man's hips and pushed him backward into 
the empty elevator. "Not here, Tommy. The walls have ears. I'll tell you once we're safely back in the car," he 
said, quietly. Glancing behind him to confirm David had followed, Nikki reached back, hit the floor button and the 


doors slid closed 

The elevator stopped at the sixth floor and the doors opened to the dingy hallway, 

"You can both wait here," Nikki said as he stepped out onto the dirty carpet that covered the floors. 
"The fuck we are," Tommy snarled and followed Nikki. "Dad, stay close, okay?" 


"Three worthy warriors, off to vanquish the potion maker," David said, raising his fist as though he was 
holding a sword. 


"There's no vanquishing to be done here today, my Liege,’ Nikki said as they rounded the corner. "Pete's just 
doin’ business. It's Doc that | have in my sights." He stopped outside the door tucked at the end and turned 
back to David, placing his hands on the older man's shoulders. "| need you to stay safe, understand me?! So you 


listen to me and Tommy! You're important, you hear me?!" 


"As are you, Lord Nicholas," David said, holding Nikki's gaze and patting his cheek affectionately. 


Nikki smiled shakily, unnerved by how much the old man's words meant to him. He flicked his gaze to Tommy 
who nodded silently in his agreement. 


Nikki tightened his grip momentarily into David's sweater, the closest thing to a hug he could bring himself to 
do at the moment before he turned away toward the door. He rolled his shoulders a little and knocked on the 
door. This would be so much easier if he had just a little something to take the edge off. And that little 
something all lay beyond the door in front of him. He swallowed heavily, tamping down the need for the 


moment. 


Nikki heard some scrambling coming from inside the apartment and he assumed that, given Nikki's surprise 


visit, Pete either had another customer with him or that he had the goods out for production. 

An eye appeared in the peep hole and then the sound of multiple locks and security devices being released 
before the door swung open. Nikki took the opportunity to storm into Pete's apartment, shoulder barging him 
away from the door. He put the dealer into a headlock and escorted him to the couch as Tommy and David 


followed him inside. 
"Close the door and lock it," Nikki said over his shoulder to Tommy, releasing the surprised man. 


"Nikki, man," Pete drawled. "| wasn't expectin' you today. You finished your supply already, man? Doc was only 


here the day before yesterday." 


"Is that right?!" Nikki responded as he paced around the room. "Well..ya see, Pete, | don't think | got the right 
order. | got fuckin’, dirty street shit and ended up in hospital.” 


"No fuckin’ way, man," Pete exclaimed, looking genuinely surprised. "Doc musta mixed them up. He was looking 


for some cheaper shit for some new fucker..new drummer or somethin." 


"What the fuck?!" Tommy barked, unable to help himself when Nikki shot him a look. "I didn’t..Nikki, | swear! You 
know..you know | hate that shit” 


"| can vouch for Lord Thomas," David said, finding his voice. "It is the evil one's doing, | tell you." 
"Who the fuck are they?!" Pete asked Nikki, pointing to the others. 
"My drummer..." Nikki answered blandly, "and his father, King David" 


"King?" Pete mouthed silently which Nikki chose to ignore. "So..the dope was for you?" Pete asked Tommy. "Or 


wasn't..l'm confused." 


"Not mel" Tommy shook his hands back and forth in a negative indication. "| dunno what Doc told you but there 
ain't no way I'd ask for that." 


"The evil one," David said, "has cast a spell of deceit over all of you..including the one that rules him." 
"Huh?" Pete exclaimed. 
"The evil one is Doc," Tommy said. "But who's the one that rules him, Dad?" 


"He is the Sicilian Emperor that rules with an iron fist," David said. "I know not of his name but | have heard 
the evil one speaking to him at Lord Nicholas’ place through that..that..thing," he held a loose fist up to his ear. 


"Telephone?" Nikki offered, pinching the bridge of his nose. his head was starting to pound. It was making him 


feel a little dizzy and nauseous..or was it just the beast starting to come around after the overdose. 


"Yes! That's it! It seems my memory for words is not that good at the moment,” David said, tapping at his 
forehead. 


"Michael," Nikki said with a resigned sigh, then asked, "Do you remember what he said?" 


David shook his head. "I only heard the evil one's side and it was just a lot of Yes Sir and No Sir answers. But | 


have watched and | have listened. The evil one is a scoundrel, a liar and a thief" 
"Oh, | know he's skimming from me," Nikki said. "He's probably doing the same to you, too," he said to Pete. 


"Fuck the money," Pete said. He bolted up from the couch, raced around the small room and started gathering 


items, shoving them into an old carry-all. 


"Michael? Alessi?! The Michael Alessi?! Dude," he continued while he packed, "if Doc's under Michael Alessi's 
control... Man, I'm sorry, but I'm not dealing with him anymore. | want none of that mafia shit messin’ wit my 


business." 


Nikki scoffed wryly. If Pete thought he was a free and clear dealer, then he was deluding himself. If what 


Robbie had told him, Michael Alessi had a web of contact that were as far-reaching as they were diverse. 


"Doc tried to kill me with your dirty shit," Nikki snarled. "If | were you, Pete, I'd be very, very careful about 


how you handle Doc." 


"Why would he want to kill you, Nikki?" Tommy asked, his concern clearly etched on his face; a face that Nikki 


had grown extremely fond of in a short amount of time. 


Honestly, he had no clue. The band was about to get to work again, and, if Nikki's gut feeling was right about 
Tommy being the missing piece, then Motley Crue were going to go BIG. He could almost taste it! 


He licked his lips as his eyes raked over Tommy. His beast was getting hungry; he'd been denied for too long. 
Since he'd hit puberty he'd never had any problems getting laid whenever he wanted, so having to wait for 


Tommy was making his beast extremely unsettled and it was the knock-on effect of that disquiet that worried 
Nikki. 


Nikki needed to get out of Pete's, his addicts' heaven, before he really started jonesing. 


"What are you going to do?" Pete asked, throwing his chin Nikki's way and pulling him out of his head. "Like..with 


Doc and all." 


"lm going to pay Michael Alessi a visit," Nikki said, immediately feeling the tension in the room escalate to the 


extreme. 
"What the fu-?l" Tommy whipped around to pin Nikki with a horrified look. 


"Holy fuck, dude," Pete exclaimed and stopped mid scramble of gathering up armloads of belongings. "You got 
balls, Sixx!" 


"Maybe.but they feel like they're crawling back up inside me right now," Nikki admitted. "I don't know what 
Doc's game is, but | can't trust him anymore. Not with stuff like this..with my life..." 


"Nikki..don't go..please!" Tommy pleaded softly, shaking his head. He could see the concern in Tommy's face, and 
he hated that he'd been the one to put it there. 


"| need to, Tommy," he said, hoping that he could convey how necessary it was. "| need to know if Doc also had 
anything to do with Robbie's death. If.if he'd manipulated him too. Or whether it was his own mistakes that 
cost Robbie his life." 


"Then have it out with Doc first," Tommy said, taking a step closer. "Then you can-." 
"Get the fuck out," Pete said suddenly. "The longer you're in my apartment, the more you're putting me in the 
fucking firing line. And | don't wanna be dead so take your discussions elsewhere and just get the fuck outta 


here!" 


The usually affable dealer dropped everything he was holding only to reveal the large weapon in his hand. He 
pointed the handgun toward Nikki then at Tommy when he made a move toward the dealer. 


"Tommy!" Nikki yelled, drawing his attention and Nikki shook his head in the negative, pointing to David. 
Pete turned the gun back to Nikki and said, "You gotta death wish or somethin?! Then go deal wit it on your 
own time and in your own fuckin’ house. And if you don't get the fuck out now, I'm cuttin’ you off, Sixx, and | 


know you're gonna be wantin’ somethin! real soon. | know you, and i bet you're already starting to cramp up." 


He was and Nikki hated that it must show on his face and in his movements. He forced himself not to indulge 


the crawling itch that had started under his skin and the salivating at the mere flash of a thought of all the 


pharmaceutical goodies Pete was hiding in the apartment. 


"Easy now," David said in his deep voice, surprisingly calm. Obviously, the dementia had robbed him of the 
recent memory of facing the end of the beast's gun. Everything in Nikki regretted shooting the old man, now 
that he'd grown fond of him. "We mean you no harm. Nikki, if you've concluded business with this young man, 
then | suggest we leave as he wishes us to." 


"Man, | promise /H/ keep your name out of the conversation,’ Nikki offered. "Just.just don't..," he flicked a look 
to Tommy, not wanting to admit in front of him that he was still hanging out for a fix, "dont cut me off. 


You've got the best shit in town, man Everyone knows it.” 


Pete was silent but Nikki could tell that he was at least calming down and listening just by the way he was 
looking at him speculatively. 


"Doc's probably been skimming your profits too. So I'll come straight to you from now on and cut him out 


altogether. You'll get a bigger cut and I'll know that I'm only getting the good stuff." 

"Prices might have to go up," Pete said, contemplatively. 

"That's cool, man," Nikki said, holding his hands up in acquiescence. "You know l'm good for it" 
"Git!" Pete said to the trio, waving the gun toward the door. 


Tommy reached for his father's arm and tugged him toward the door as Nikki eased around Pete, watching 
him carefully until he felt Tommy's reassuring hand on his shoulder. 


"Let's go, Nikki," Tommy hissed and Nikki nodded in response, allowing himself to be guided backward out the 
door, pulling it closed as they crossed the threshold. 


His shoulders sagged in relief once he was able to put a barrier between the armed man and himself and the 
others, but he was also kicking himself for letting the visit with Pete get so out of hand He hated to admit it 
but he still needed Pete, at least for the time being. 


Nikki followed Tommy and David back to the elevator and waited nervously for the doors to open. He half 


expected Pete to come roaring down the hallway after them. 


The nervous energy and ever-escalating need for a hit had built up in him during the short visit and it 


threatened to shatter him into a million tiny, razor sharp shards. 


Nikki needed to expel the pressure sooner rather than later, so when the metal doors opened, and David and 
Tommy had entered the confined space before the escape vanished with a whoosh of metal and hydraulics, he 


pushed the drummer into the corner with a surprised yelp from the younger man 


Nikki spun the brunette around to face him and placed his hands either side on Tommy's face, taking a moment 
to feast his eyes upon the mouth he'd grown extremely fond of seeing every morning before he crashed his 
against Tommy's lips. He felt the rush of a surprised breath against his cheek and heard the accompanying 
noise as Tommy realised what was happening and relinquished his mouth to Nikki's questing tongue and teeth 


and his hand found their way to Nikki's hips. 


It wasn't going to be long before the stolen kisses and groping hands were not going to be enough to placate 
his need for this man in his arms. If Nikki could've had his way, and wasn't being watched by the man's father, 
regardless of memory loss or not, then he would've had no issue with hitting the stop button and taking 
Tommy's sweet ass right there and then, in the elevator between floors. Tommy's body had become just as 


addictive as the poison he injected into his veins, but one was infinitely more pleasurable in the long future. 
Tommy pulled him closer, hip bones to hip bones, as everything else in between were squished up against each 
other in the best possible way. Nikki couldn't get enough, threading his fingers into the long, dark locks and 
deepening their kiss until he felt a tap on his shoulder. 

"I believe we're at the G spot” David's voice sounded way too close to Nikki's ear for comfort. 

Both he and Tommy cracked an eye open, pulling away from each other in surprise when they saw David was 
almost insinuating himself into their embrace. Rocking backwards too quickly, the younger man smacked his 
head against the metal wall of the elevator car. 


"Fuck!" Tommy cursed, rubbing the back of his head. 


Nikki took a step back, breathing heavily whilst trying to get his head to stop spinning and his heart to stop 
pounding, sending blood down south to his dick. 


Pinching the bridge of his nose, Nikki asked, "The G spot?" 
"Yes. See?!" David said, pointing to the elevator control panel as the car shuddered to a stop. 
"Ground floor, Dad," Tommy said, blandly and took his father's arm, guiding him out of the elevator. 


"G spot," Nikki chuckled, stepping out last and watching father and son discuss the finer points of an elevator 
control panel as they made their way out of the lobby to the street, where they walked back to the car. 


They were less than a dozen steps from the car when Nikki stated, "I'll take you two home then go to 
Michael's place," and deliberately kept walking. He unlocked the car, opened the passenger door and held it, 


waiting for Tommy to climb into the back as he had done earlier. 


Tommy came to a dead stop about four feet from the open door. "Like fuck you are, Nikki," he said. "You've 
just come out of hospital after an overdose that nearly killed you.. and you shouldn't even be driving for fuck's 


sake!" 


"Tommy, l~," he started. 


"No, Nikkil" Tommy said, holding his ground, despite the irritated glare Nikki threw at him. "If you're taking us 
home, then you're staying home too, for at least twenty four hours. You need to rest properly and then you 
can face Michael with a clear head. If you go now, they're gonna know that you're weak and take advantage of 


that!" 


Tommy was right, Nikki knew that in his heart. And he was the epitome of frustration and anger. But it also 


felt good that someone cared about him enough to want to protect and nurture him. 


Nikki faced Tommy, his hands on his hips, and said, "You gonna bitch at me like this when we're out on tour if 
l'm not in my jammies by midnight and tucked up into bed?" 


"Only if you're planning on either confronting a mafia-." 
"Shhh!" Nikki hissed, stepping closer to Tommy. 


"A mafia boss on little sleep and zero food," Tommy continued in a hoarse whisper. "Or..you know..if I'm there, 


waiting for you in that bed" The teenager smiled bashfully at him. 


Nikki bit his bottom lip, smiled and squinted at Tommy in the harsh early afternoon sun. He slipped his fingers 
into the belt loop of Tommy's jeans and tugged him close, before saying, "Baby, if you're in my bed every 
night, then there won't be any waiting for me. Fuck, I'll even skip the afterparties for you, if you want me to. 


You know that, right?!" 

Nikki was gratified with Tommy's response when he huffed out a breath and nodded. "| do now." 

"Good," he replied, dropping a quick kiss to the boy's lips. "I will allow you to take me home now, but I'm going to 
see Michael today whether you like it or not. And l'm going alone. You need to look after your dad tonight. You 
know he'll have a bad day tomorrow if his routine is skewed out too much." 

Tommy didn't reply immediately and Nikki resisted the urge to fidget under the scrutiny, but he waited 

"You care about him, don't you?" he said with a tilt of his head. 

Nikki ducked his head a little and nodded. He returned his gaze to Tommy's and replied, "I've grown very fond of 
you both, if I'm being honest. I'm not promising the whole old and grey thing coz that's not who | am..but 


maybe... Who knows what the future holds, huh?" 


He knew the latter part of that answer was lame; saying the L word whilst only semi-conscious was one thing, 


but admitting to it out loud when they hadn't even slept together yet was quite another matter. 


"Sure," Tommy said, his face unreadable. He skirted around Nikki and put a leg inside the car. 
"Hey," Nikki said, turning to face the car. 

"Yeah?" Tommy turned back to face Nikki 

He tossed Tommy the keys. "Take me home, Tommy." 


That was the closest that he would come to admitting that Tommy was right and that he was exhausted. 
Tommy deftly caught the keys, sent him a small grateful smile and hurried around to the driver's side. Nikki 
curled himself into the back seat, something he'd never done before in this car, and pulled the front passenger 
seat back into position so that David could get in 


Nikki felt his eyes drifting closed as Tommy drove home and within the hour, he woke to the stillness of the 


car. They were inside the garage at home and Tommy was shaking him awake. 
"Hey, sleepyhead,’ Tommy said. "Go take a nap while | get Dad and dinner sorted” 


"I just had a nap," Nikki groaned, trying to stretch out his cramped neck. Tommy released the seat and pushed 
it forward, allowing him to exit. Now Nikki remembered why he never sat in the back seat, as he shuffled his 
weary body out of the small space, only to be unceremoniously engulfed by his drummer's muscular arms. 
Nikki sighed happily and melted into the embrace, burying his nose into Tommy's warm neck. "I don't think I'd be 
here still, if you weren't here for this, baby," he murmured against the pulse point. He tried, but failed, to hold 


back a yawn. 


Tommy chuckled when he felt Nikki stiffen with the effort to control his weariness. "C'mon," he said, pushing 
Nikki back a little but taking his hand. "Let's get you upstairs." 


After stripping naked and making Tommy blush again, Nikki allowed himself to be fussed over by the drummer 
as he climbed into his own bed. He thought it was adorable that his nakedness would make the younger man 
flustered like that. It was going to be interesting to see his behaviour out on the road when the band started 


touring again. 
Bunching his pillow under him, Nikki got comfortable, something that he hadn't been able to do successfully in 


the hospital, and, with his body's need for sleep, for once, outweighing his cravings for a hit, almost instantly 


fell into a deep, dreamless slumber. 


Doc POV 


Doc tried to put Michael's visit out of his mind and get back to work. Although the others barely broke even 
most months, Motley Crue was no? the only band he had on his books. But they were the only band with Nikki 


Sixx as their bassist..even if he had almost killed the son of a bitch. 
He hadn't meant to though. 


Doc thought about Nikki's overdose and wondered if he'd miscalculated the asshole's ability to cope with the 
cut drug; like in the opposite case, where an addict who tried pure China White for the first time after years 
of using the dirtier stuff that had been cut with whatever was available at the time to bulk it out. 


He opened his diary and made a list of dates that he needed to add to the huge wall calendar behind him. The 
longer he worked, making phone calls to booking agents and such, the more Nikki was pushed to the back of his 


mind. 


When all the bookings were done, Doc turned his attention to his new signings. He needed to write up the 
contracts for the new acts he was bringing into the business. Doc turned to the safe, bent over the dial and 


entered in his combination. 


He'd figured out that if he put the original and two copies together with the carbon paper in between, then his 
assistant, who wasn't terribly attentive to detail but was good for a romp over his desk whenever he felt the 
urge, would just type the one copy, leaving the carbon copy alone. He could then make slight changes to the 
two copies as needed. 


The original contracts were then handed to the artist, Doc kept one doctored copy for himself and the 
remaining identical copy was given to his lawyer for lodging into the legal system. Two against one was always 
the way to go if questions were ever asked. It was these copies that held the misinformation about the higher 
percentages he would take. It was never anything glaringly obvious but threes and fives became eights as 
easily as ones became fours. It was just enough to accumulate into a nice tidy, and usually unnoticed, profit 
for himself. 


Doc whistled as he dialled in the last number of the combination and twisted the handle, pulling the heavy door 
open. He expected to see a neat stack of completed and incomplete contracts as well as the cash and other 
pieces of memorabilia he'd collected over the years. 

What he wasn't expecting to see was an almost empty safe. 

"What the..?" he gasped, his legs buckling beneath him, and fell to his knees 

"Nol No, no, no, nonononono!" 

He thought he was going to have a heart attack the way his heart was pounding around in his chest. His brain 
almost exploded within his skull from the whoosh whoosh whoosh of his blood, the pressure rising in his veins 


with each beat. His guts turned to water and he involuntarily soiled himself. 


The only thing that remained in his safe was a single shiny bullet. 


~ Ke 
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Chapter I5 
Before We Suffocate 
The Next Day 

Nikki POV 


Nikki woke to the warmth of the morning sun creeping over the end of his bed and the smell of bacon and 
eggs filtering under the closed bedroom door. 


"What the fuck..," he groaned, rolling onto his back, his eyes still firmly shut. His body ached like a bitch; as 
though every part of him had been pummelled then squeezed through a wringer before being sliced and diced 
by the kitchen knives Tommy had sharpened recently. 


Without moving, Nikki performed a mental check for injuries but came up wanting. Not trusting himself, he 
cracked an eye open and lifted an arm to inspect. He expected to see gaping wounds and bruises but all he 
could find was where the IV line had gone into his arm. Bringing his other arm up above his face, he touched 


the pinprick with his finger to make sure it was real. 


As though sensing the level of consciousness, both his bladder and stomach let him know that, whether he 
liked it or not, he had to get up. He just had to convince the rest of his body of the benefits of the task. Well, 
his dick was up to the task, anyway. 


He rolled to his side, closer to the side of the bed and dragged his feet down to the floor one by one. He sat 
there for a moment, letting his head settle before attempting any further movement. It was pounding and 


when his eyes were closed, he could see his pulse behind his eyelids. 


Rubbing at his head, Nikki groaned. "Fuck," he swore softly. Even that was an effort as his dried and cracked 
lips seemed to be glued shut and his mouth felt as though something had died in it overnight. 


Reaching into the drawer beside his bed, Nikki wrapped his fingers blindly around a bottle of painkillers. He 
struggled with the cap for a few moments before shaking out several pills into his hand. Setting the small 
bottle back on the nightstand, Nikki grit his teeth against the pain in his head as he bent to search beneath his 
bed for the half empty bottle of Jack Daniels that he remembered kicking under there the other day. 


"Shit," he groaned when his fingers brushed against the glass but couldn't quite grasp it. "C'mon, fucker!" he 


growled in frustration. 


Huffing out an annoyed breath when he couldn't reach it, Nikki slid himself off the bed to the floor to fish the 
bottle out of the dark. Once he'd achieved that small victory, Nikki dropped the pills to his tongue and upended 
the bottle, taking long swallows of the dark liquor, appreciating the initial burn then the warmth that spread 
through him. 


Falling back wearily against the side of his bed, Nikki temporarily forgot about his bodily needs as he felt the 


Tension in him recede with the alcohol on an empty stomach. 


He looked down at himself when he remembered he was naked. It wasn't the first time he'd scrabbled around 
on the floor like that but usually it was from the effects of the drugs. His cock, in all its morning glory, was 
standing proud, the only part of his body that was aching in a good way. 


"I know," he said to the appendage, "but | wanna make it special for him and not just coz you got a load to spill” 
His cock bounced around and Nikki mused idly that it actually understood what he was saying and if it were 
happy at the thought of fucking Tommy or irritated that it wasn't happening soon 


The urgency in his bladder was starting to draw his attention. Nikki took another swallow from the bottle first 
though, swilled it around in his mouth before he pulled a face at the bitterness and capped the bottle again. 
Gritting his teeth, he rolled to his knees and, using the bed to help, pulled himself into a standing position He 
caught a glimpse of the clock on his way up and the glowing red lights showed that it was almost ten in the 


morning. 


"fuck!" he swore. He'd slept the night through. "Goddamn it," he said, suddenly getting a burst of energy even 


though his head was screaming at him not to move so quickly. 


"TOMMY!" he yelled as he stormed into the bathroom, cursing that he couldn't pee with his dick still partially 
standing. He angled himself as best he could and the stream of hot piss splashed into the toilet. 


Nikki was in no mood to worry about the cleanliness of the floor surrounding the porcelain as he finished with 


a quick shake ” I" he yelled again. " e fuck didn't you wake me last night?!" 
q k shak TOMMY" he yelled ag Why the fuck didn't y k last night?! 


Nikki emerged from the bathroom as Tommy opened the bedroom door. "Hey, sleepyhead," he said cheerfully. 


"You're awake finally.” 


"Yeah, no thanks to you," Nikki growled as he stormed into his closet and started rummaging for semi-clean 
clothes to wear. "You know | wanted to pay Michael a visit last night," he said, sniffing a pair of pants pulled 
from a pile on the floor. "Why didn't you wake me, asshole?" he spat, rounding on Tommy as he shoved his 


feet into the pants and yanked them up his legs. 


"Fuck you, Sixx!" Tommy returned with an equal amount of venom. "You needed sleep! And I'm not talking about 
the permanent type that Michael Alessi would let you have if you went there last night in the state that you 


were inl" 


"I told you | was fine!" Nikki retorted, angrily yanking a shirt over his head. "It wasn't your call to make, 


Tommy!" 


"Ever since you forced Dad and me to stay here, I've been cooking and cleaning up after you," Tommy snarled, 
stabbing his finger at Nikki. "So sue me if | came to care about you, Sixx!" Tommy yelled and stormed from 


the room. 


"| didn't ask you to do that," Nikki replied loudly, following Tommy from the room after snatching up a pair of 
socks and his boots, pulling them on awkwardly as he walked. 


Tommy turned suddenly and Nikki almost ran into him. "Maybe not the part about me caring for you, Nikki," he 
said, "but you sure as fuck did for the bit about being a glorified housekeeper for you. Or have you 
conveniently forgotten that conversation after you shot my father?!" 


Nikki stopped mid-stride through the living room and turned to face Tommy who was the picture of simmering 
rage with his glittering eyes and pinched mouth, not to mention the clenched fists by his side. 


Storming back to his room to grab his jacket, he returned to the living room space once he'd located it. He 
came to a halt within a step of the teenager and gave Tommy a cold smile. "And l'm never gonna live that one 
down, am |?" he said, not looking for an answer. Nikki brushed past Tommy and grabbed his car keys from the 
bowl in the vestibule. 


"Nikki?! You're leaving?" David called softly from the doorway of his room, obviously having heard the 


argument. 


Nikki looked up and saw that David was watching him carefully. Nikki knew at that moment that David was 


having a brief moment of clarity. 


‘ll be back," he said, holding eye contact and hoping the message was received clearly. He gave David a tight 
smile before he started down the stairs. 


NKKI" Tommy yelled after him, his feet still planted firmly in the living room. "Please..don't go." 


Tommy's wretched declaration pierced his heart almost as surely as Cupid's arrow would have..or Michael's 
bullet could possibly do later. It gave him pause when he heard it and he wanted nothing more than to comfort 
Tommy and tell him everything was going to be okay. 


But he didn't know that; he didn't know that if he confronted Michael with the evidence that he had about Doc, 
that would be the end, or if Doc would try to exact his retribution for Nikki going over his head. 


Nikki couldn't back down now. His future, his life, depended on his meeting with Michael. 


He climbed into the car and turned the engine over, letting it roar like a lion as he put his foot on the 
accelerator to hurry the warm-up process. Nikki reversed the sleek black car out of the garage and out onto 


the street. 


A sudden wave of nausea rolled over him causing him to break out in a sweat and it drew attention to the 


fact that he'd been scratching at his neck too, as the sweat ran into the small abrasions he'd caused himself. 


Nikki knew that he'd put off having a hit for too long now. And if he didn't take care of that soon, his beast 
would become too hungry, too greedy and it wouldn't be the quality of the smack that would end him, it would 
be the quantity that his beast would need, that would kill him. 


If he was willing to still deal with him after yesterday's visit, Nikki would have to get a fresh supply from 


Pete, because he was paranoid enough now not to use whatever crap was left at home that Doc had brought. 


He did, however, trust the small baggie he had stashed away in a concealed panel in the trunk. He'd also been 
thinking clearly enough to include a couple of clean rigs, a spoon, and a length of rubber tubing to tie off with, 
all wrapped in layers of oiled cloth, coffee grounds, and newspaper to avoid detection should he get pulled over 


for whatever reason 


Nikki's beast started salivating at the thought of getting that bump into his system. He looked around at his 
surroundings. He was driving through a light industrial area so he knew he'd be able to find an abandoned 
building or alleyway to park and take care of his fix. He just needed a couple of supplies first. 


After stopping for gas as nonchalantly as possible, Nikki added a bottle of soda, a box of matches, and some 
cigarettes to the fuel purchase. 


"Hey, man," Nikki said to the attendant as he stuffed his pockets with his purchases, "I got a long drive ahead 
of me. Mind if | use your shitter?" 


The bored-looking attendant eyed Nikki up and down before nodding and handing him a key with a terse, "Clean 
up after yourself. They don't pay me enough to clean up other people's shit." 


"Not a problem, man," Nikki said with what he hoped was an appreciative smile as he took the key and walked 


to the back of the small store to the bathroom. 


Once inside, Nikki locked the door before emptying the soda from the bottle and partially refilling it from the 
faucet at the small wash basin. Shoving the bottle into his pocket as it was before, Nikki took a nervous piss 
and flushed the toilet, making sure to wash his hands on the way out. 


Tossing the key back on the counter, Nikki said a quick, "Thanks, man," and left, hoping that he hadn't drawn too 


much attention to himself. 


He got back in his car and drove around until he found the most secluded spot available. Working quickly, Nikki 
had the panel jimmied open and his roll of supplies in his hand before getting back into the car, locking the 


doors out of an abundance of caution 


Even with shaking hands, it wasn't long before Nikki was drawing up the liquid gold into a syringe. Shucking off 
his jacket, he tied the tubing around his arm, just beneath his armpit, and pulled it tight. 


He licked his lips at the moment of pure anticipation that washed over him and he wondered if that was more 
addictive in itself than the high he would get in a few moments. 


Making sure there were no air bubbles in the barrel of the hypodermic, Nikki pumped his fist a few times and 
watched his abused veins struggle to pop up. "C'mon!" he hissed anxiously, as he continued to clench and 


release his hand. 


"Finally," he mumbled as one finally surfaced just enough to use. Nikki quickly looked around to make sure he 
was still alone before touching the sharp point to his skin He grunted at the slight pain as he pushed it into 
his arm before he depressed the plunger, sending the amber-coloured poison into his vein 


Nikki sighed in relief and managed to remove the needle, dropping it into the oiled cloth before his limbs 
refused to work any longer. Within a few heartbeats, Nikki's world spun briefly before his vision clouded and he 
passed out. 


Nikki stopped at the nondescript laundromat about an hour after his previous stop at the gas station, feeling 
significantly calmer and stronger. He knew it was an outpost for Michael's early warning system as he'd 
dropped Robbie off there occasionally before they'd started dating and he had explained how it all worked to 


him. 


‘Unless Michael requests your company first," Robbie had said, "then you need fo announce yourself before going 
any further." 


They'd been parked out front of the laundromat at the time. 


The band had just finished rehearsals for the night and Nikki had invited Robbie home for a drink Nikki had been 
getting signals from the drummer all night and he wanted to see what those signals developed into. 


But Robbie had other plans it seemed So, taking the opportunity to spend whatever time he could with the cute 
blonde, Nikki offered to drive Robbie to his destination 


‘But why so far away from his house?" Nikki had asked 
"Think about it, Sixx," Robbie scoffed "You dont shit where you eat, right?!" 
‘OF course not," Nikki replied, refusing fo sound as stupid as he felt. 


'So..the owner of the laundromat has a phone number to call the next outpost or layer of protection They have 
a singular, direct line to Michael's place. Theyre the ones that give approval for you to proceed any further," 
Robbie explained "Oh, and you dont just drive up to Michael's. You only get as far as the next outpost..then they 
send a car for you. Windows are blacked out and all." 


With a determined sigh, Nikki left the safety of his car and locked it securely behind him. Would this be the 
last time he'd see his car? Was this morning the last time he walked out of his house and out of the lives of 
the few people that he cared about? He sucked on his bottom lip, trying to remember the taste of Tommy's 


kisses just in case he never tasted them again 


He stood at the car, looking up at the building before casting his eyes around the neighbourhood. It seemed 
innocent enough but Nikki was sure that's what the captain of the Titanic thought about the iceberg also. He 


did not want to become an evening meal for a school of fish. 


Trying to look as casual as he could walking into a laundromat without any baskets of washing, Nikki twirled his 
keys nervously on his finger. Thankfully, the place was empty and he walked to the service door at the back as 
Robbie had once told him. He knocked and waited for what seemed like an eternity before a small window 


opened. 


Nikki could only see a shadowy figure beyond the opening. "Yeah?" 


"| need to talk with Mr Alessi,” Nikki said with as much confidence that he could muster. 

‘No one here by that name," the voice said and the window started to shut. 

"Wait!" Nikki said, putting a hand on the door. "I have some information for Mr Alessi..from Robbie." 
The shadowy figure paused. "And you are?" 


"My name is..." Nikki hesitated for a fraction of a moment, "Frank Feranna" 


Michael POV 


"Mr Alessi," his assistant said, knocking on the door to announce his arrival. "There is a Frank Feranna 


requesting to see you. He's at JR's Laundromat." 


"JR's?!" Michael queried in astonishment. "I thought that one was shut down after..| thought we'd taken that 
one off the books." He couldn't bring himself to say Robbie's name. It still hurt too much. 


"As a communication post, we had," the assistant said. "But somehow this person knew about it and what to do. 


He asked for you by name, Sir." 


"Arrange transport to the next perimeter,” Michael said after a moment's hesitation. "And find out what he 


wants." 
"Yes, Sir." 


After the door closed behind the young man with the most delicious caramel-coloured skin, Michael's attention 


turned inwards to another. 
Robbie. 


The whole incident still caused him immense grief, which was why he'd ordered that outpost shut down after 


Robbie's death. 


Michael poured himself a large scotch and wandered over to the window that overlooked the city; his city. The 
place where he'd earned his name and his fortune. The place that he'd been planning to pass on to his most 


promising protege. 


The city that, one day, should have been Robbie's. 


Michael had had high hopes for the young blonde, who had unexpectedly come into his service. Robbie's father 
had accumulated a mountain of debt with him and it was Michael who had suggested that to pay off a portion 
of his debt, his son should come work for him. 


Robbie himself was unaware of the transaction at first, he was just excited to be working for the infamous 
Michael Alessi, and was treated just as any new junior employee would be elsewhere; he started out on the 


menial jobs. 


Transportation only at first. Mainly truckloads of goods, which, on occasion, may or may not have been a cover 
for Michael's drug shipments. He was then advanced into moving people around, couriers, staff, Michael's many 


lovers, and eventually Michael himself. 
Michael had seen great potential in the youngster and soon took him under his wing and into his bed. 


Robbie was an enthusiastic lover, having the advantage of youth on his side but Michael loved the challenge of 
keeping up with Robbie, whether they were alone or joined by others. 


He had tried hard not to show any favouritism between his bed partners but Robbie had been the one that 
stood out, was most like him, and showed the most promise. He had painted a picture of the future for Robbie, 
and Michael had believed that the young man was flourishing, especially when he was promoted to one of 


Michael's preferred enforcers. 


Perhaps he'd moved too fast but something had happened and Robbie had started to drift away from the 


business and from Michael. 


But Michael had needed Robbie more than Robbie had needed him. In a traditional Sicilian mob family, you don't 


just announce yourself queer and expect to be wrapped up in loving arms. 


He'd been about the same age as Robbie had been when he was delivered to Michael, the day he tried to 
explain to his now dear-departed Mama that maybe she wasn't going to get the big bundle of grandchildren 
that she'd been hoping for. 


His mother had beaten him black and blue, spat in his face, and told him to start finding a nice young girl to 
marry or leave the country. He didn't dare broach the subject with his father after that. 


Michael was bound for America within the week, shipped off to a distant cousin and into a new world where 


the Family was still being established. 


The change in location also gave him the freedom to explore the many variables of a foreign land when it came 


to his sexual pleasure. 


Michael turned from the window and sat in his Chesterfield wing-back chair, which faced a fireplace that was 


more for show than for use. His assistant returned with the requested reason and Michael give the approval 


for Feranna to be moved into Michael's inner sanctum before returning his musings inward. He took a sip from 
the crystal tumbler that held his finest Scotch whisky and allowed his memories to warm him as much as the 


liquor was. 


Robbie had excelled as one of Michael's enforcers in all the bars and nightclubs he owned but it was also the 
start of his young bed-mate's taste of the outside world, and in particular, the world of music. Within a short 
period of time, Robbie had been spending all his free time taking lessons and practicing the drums, the only 
instrument that he had some natural aptitude for. 


Eventually, Robbie pleaded his case for freedom, and Michael, realising that his love and affection for the 
young man had gradually changed into more of a paternal one, had given his blessing for Robbie to experience 
life outside of Michael's protection 


What Michael hadn't counted on was losing Robbie's heart to music and, in particular, Nikki Sixx. Or rather 


Frank Feranna. 
Michael wondered how much Robbie had told Feranna of his past. 
And had Robbie known that the bassist had lived his own lie? 


Of course, Michael had had Nikki checked out. He wasn't going to lose his beloved Robbie to any street 

rat musician without some kind of insurance policy. But, apart from the child's truly unfortunate parentage, 
Frank Feranna, aka Nikki Sixx, was fairly nondescript in Michael's opinion based on what he'd read in the reports 
sent to him. 


He was curious as to why Feranna wanted to see him. They'd had no contact previously, even when Robbie was 
dlive. It was Doc McGhee that had kept Michael up to date with Robbie's activities after the boy had virtually 
cut ties with him. 


And there was Michael's current thorn in his side..Doc McGhee. 


Michael sighed angrily and rose to refill his glass, topping his drink up to twice the usual level, his anger guiding 
his pouring hand. 


McGhee had come to him a few years ago, having exhausted all the legitimate lines of credit available to him 
as a start-up Management business. None of the big banks would touch the unpleasantly brash man without 


experience, collateral, or even some kind of reliable job to fall back on as security. 


Like many before and since he had come to Michael as a last resort. If nothing else, Doc McGhee was 
persistent. Michael had brushed him off time after time, not even allowing him within the inner circle with the 
first dozen requests. In the end, Michael had relented and granted him a slot of twenty minutes to plead his 


case just to shut him up. 


From the first moment, McGhee's appearance irritated Michael, 


The short man had been sweating profusely and was over solicitous and Michael was sure that if he'd told the 
man to bark like a dog, he would have. There was just something off about him. 


McGhee had explained that he already had the nucleus of a band, with a prolific songwriter, on his books. 


According to the little man, they were going to be the next big thing..all they needed was a drummer. It was 


through that comment that Michael found a solution to everyone's problems. 


will loan you the money you require," he said "But there are conditions" 
OF course, Sir," McGhee had agreed a little too readily. "Anything!" 


Michael smiled inwardly and thought to himself that the slmy-looking wimp before him would possibly regret saying 
that one word. They always did 


"You will get your money," he continued, "but I will fake a twenty percent cut, on top of the loan repayments," 
Michael almost laughed at the way the man's face lost all its colour, turning a delightful shade of green, ‘and I 
want one of my people inside the business. You need a drummer, | have a drummer. He will report directly back to 


me. This is not negotiable. Do we have a deal?" 


Michael would swear later that hed heard the man's heart stop momentarily before he swallowed heavily and 
nodded "D-deal" McGhee stuttered 


"And as your banker," Michael continued, "I will require regular access to your accounting books. Whenever | so 
desire it. This is not negotiable." 


"Y-yes, Sir," the scared man peeped 

"Good," Michael rose from where he'd been sitting and extended his hand to McGhee, instantly regretting it when 
the sweaty palm touched his. 'I will have the loan agreement drawn up and the funds info your account as soon as 
the paperwork has been signed." 

"Thank you, Sir," McGhee said, almost on his knees in supplication 

‘My contacts will be in touch," Michael said, turning his back on the man and effectively dismissing him. 


All had worked as planned for the first twelve to eighteen months, with Robbie fitting in well with the band 
whilst still reporting back to Michael, and, for the most part, spending his nights in Michael's bed. 


But the blossoming friendship between Robbie and the bassist had taken a skewed pathway with the band 
leader enticing Robbie into his own bed. Michael had allowed it at first, even encouraging it so that he'd be able 


to garner further information about his debtor. 


But the nightly visits became less and less frequent until Robbie had broken Michael's heart, going against his 


express wishes and demands, with his request to leave the Family and become a full-time musician. 


McGhee had paid him a visit and told Michael of the two lovers strengthening relationship and the drummer's 


plans to leave Michael's protection as one of his bedmates. 


Michael had lashed out in hurt and anger but he had never intended events to go down in the way they did. 


McGhee's unrequested and unwanted interference in the situation had forced his hand. 


It was unacceptable for Michael to appear weak among the Family, but in the inevitable fallout, he had lost the 
only one that had gotten close to his heart, first as a lover but then as his heir apparent. 


Michael allowed himself a soft groan of pain, Robbie's supposed suicide had cut deep. 


Robbie had denied him his continuing legacy..but it was Robbie that would be forgotten, a mere blip in Michael 
Alessi's life. 


McGhee had to pay for his part in destroying his version of stability. 


Michael had spent time working out how the odious man would recompense and he'd struck gold with the 
contents of McGhee's safe. The idiot had thought he could deceive Michael Alessi with his fraudulent contracts 


and the second set of accounting books..he was a fool of the worst kind, McGhee was a conceited simpleton 


He would deal with McGhee later. In the meantime, Michael had time to ponder what the sudden requested visit 
by Nikki/Frank was all about and if it was usable information. 


Michael couldn't even take Robbie to task for revealing Family information to an outsider. Robbie had been one 
of the few that had used the laundromat outpost, so he had no doubt that Robbie had given Feranna the 


information about how to get to him. 


He checked his watch; the young songwriter should be arriving shortly. Michael finished his second scotch and 
debated whether or not to pour himself a third Deciding against it, Michael left the glass beside the decanter 
at the wet bar and returned to his desk to resume his detailed investigation into McGhee Management. 


Michael had started making rough notes as he thumbed through the signed contracts he'd had removed from 
McGhee's safe when a soft knock on the door drew his growing anger away from the clearly fraudulent 


papers. 


"Yes!" he barked. Seeing the sheer scale of deceitfulness had not put Michael in a good mood. 


The door opened and his assistant said, "Mr Feranna, Sir." 


~ Ke 


| Wanna Feel Your Last Breath 
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| Wanna Feel Your Last Breath 
Michael's POV 
The door opened and his assistant said, "Mr Feranna, Sir." 


Michael grunted and waved his hand, "Send him in" 


He made some final notes not bothering to look up. He could sense the fear coming off his nemesis and smiled 
inwardly at it. Good! At least if he were fearful, the punk probably wouldn't do anything stupid. He really didn't 
want to deal with the disposal of a body just because someone thought they'd get the best of Michael Alessi 
on a whim. 


"Mr Ale-." 


Michael cut the boy off with a single raised digit. Good, he knows who to respect. The boy innately knew his 
place in life or more likely, Robbie had schooled him in what to do should they ever meet. 


Michael, remembering that Robbie chose this boy over his love and protection, scratched his collector's edition 
Montblanc fountain pen harshly against the page and instantly regretted his rough handling of the exquisite, 


and expensive, piece of artwork in his hand 


Willing himself to calm down, Michael slowly capped the pen and laid it carefully in its stand on his desk. He 
schooled his features into a bland mask for the initial greeting. 


"Why are you here, Mr Feranna," Michael asked in a low voice. "Or do | call you Nikki Sixx?" 


The boy was tall with long dark hair, pleasant features, if not a little pinched and tired-looking, and he had a 
lean body. 


Overall, very pleasant to the eye. just not Michael's style. 


The brief moment of surprise on the boy's face was gratifying. He also approved of the boy choosing to stand 
instead of taking the seat facing Michael. 


"You know who | am?" 


"Of course," Michael inclined his head. He reached for a manilla folder in one of the many tortoiseshell trays on 


his desk and opened it. 
"Frank Carlton Serafino Feranna, Jnr. Born December Il, 1958, in San Jose, California Son of Frank Carlton Serafino 


Feranna, Snr, from Prato, Tuscany, and Deana Richards of no fixed address. Both deceased. Raised in multiple 
locations by your maternal grandparents. Also both deceased" 


"Stop!" 
‘| have more," Michael replied, tapping the paperwork in front of him. 


"How do you know all of that?" The boy pointed to the file. 


"Your history with the law is very impressive for a child. Vandalism, breaking and entering, shoplifting, selling 


drugs on school premises." 


Michael ran his finger further down the page. "Father disappeared when you were around three. Died of a 


heart attack fifteen years later, in the loving arms of his new family. Mother succumbed to alcoholism-" 
"Enough!" Sixx yelled, slamming his hand down on the edge of the desk in front of him. 

Michael leaned forward and laced his fingers together over the file. He looked up into the flashing green eyes 
and, with a low, steely tone, said, "And today you were stupid enough to seek me out." He snapped his teeth on 


the final sound. 


"You don't think | would have allowed Robbie to leave my protection without certain inquiries being made, do 


you, Mr Sixx?" he continued, nonchalantly leaning back into his chair again. 


There was a flash of pain behind the green eyes. "Robbie was." the boy paused, "very special to me. We were 


in love." 
"Are you sure of that?" Michael asked. 


Sixx frown at the comment. "Y-yes." There was a slight upturn at the end of the word, indicating his insecurity 
about his statement. 


Michael wasn't going to admit shit to this young punk. "Robbie had a job to do," he said, blandly. "He strayed 


from his assignment." 


"His job?!" Nikki exclaimed, full of piss and outrage. "His job was to be my drummer. | didn't pay him to be in 
my bed, asshole." 


Michael sent him a steely-eyed glare at the epithet. "I'd watch your language, little boy," he growled. He paused 
a moment to let that warning sink in "And you may not have paid him to be in your bed..but he was being 


paid." 


Sixx shook his head, the frown between his eyes was deep as he processed the information Like a pin into a 


balloon, the boy suddenly deflated visibly. 
"l-I had a feeling...” Nikki sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. 


Michael waited for the boy to continue but it was becoming increasingly frustrating. He was used to meetings 
being both cost and time-effective. 


"Robbie was always mentioning you. | think he considered you a father figure before he-." 


"| don't want to hear about what you think Robbie felt," Michael snarled. "He stepped out of line in my bed by 
crying out your name, in front of my men He had to pay for that misstep and | want to know, Feranna, or 
Sixx, or whoever the fuck you are, why you shouldn't pay for that too? You cost me dearly, you cost 


me someone very dear to me. You cost me my legacy!" 


At least the asshole had enough sense to stay quiet after the outburst. Michael took a moment to calm 
himself. 


Never confront your enemy angry , was one of Michael's life lessons, or it could cost you your life. Or someone 


else's life. 

"Why did you come here, Mr Sixx?" he asked, off-handedly. He was suddenly curious. When his assistant had 
started to tell him Sixx's reason for requesting the meeting, he'd waved him off. Michael Alessi did not fear 
the young punk and wanted to hear it from the boy firsthand. 


"| want out," he said. 


"You want out. Out of what exactly?" Michael countered. "Out of here? Out of your band? Of your life? All can 


be achieved easily enough." 
The brunette swallowed heavily. 


"| want to get clean," Sixx said, the words coming out in a rush. "And to do that, | need to free myself, and my 


band, of any ties with Doc McGhee..and his operations." 
"| want." the boy frowned before meeting his gaze, "| want to move on with my life. | want to have a future. | 
thought | had that..with Robbie, but he's," Sixx cleared his throat, "he's gone and | have a fresh chance. | don't 


want to screw it up this time." 


"And just how do you think that | can help you with that?" Michael's anger was starting to bubble again. How 


dare he ask for a clean future when, he, Michael couldn't have the same chance. 

"From what Robbie had alluded to, Doc is a..business associate..of yours." Sixx shoved his hands deep into his 
jeans pockets. "l.l might have some information for you and | thought..maybe..you could.! dunno." The kid's 
words faltered. 


"Expedite his removal?" Michael offered. "Which is what | will do to you if you waste any more of my time." 


The boy blinked at him a moment, his face showed the gamut of emotions that he was feeling. He had balls for 
coming to him but beneath it, all Michael could tell was that the youngster was scared. 


"Please. just hear me out," Nikki said, holding his hands out imploringly. 


"You have exactly three minutes," Michael growled. "From the beginning!” 


Sixx exhaled shakily from his mouth, licked his lips, and said, "When Robbie left, | didn't think anything about it. 
We'd fought. | just thought he'd gone to cool off or maybe..come back here. But then days turned into weeks 
and then into months. | shut down, blamed myself for the fight. | searched everywhere | could think of and in 
the end assumed that he'd come back here." 


"The day that the police rang and..Robbie had to be identified, | didn't know how | was going to get through it. | 


didn't want to go, | couldn't go. | couldn't go coz | knew it was going to make my worst fears real." 


"Doc came to me with a solution ," he sneered bitterly, "to get me through the ordeal. He loaded me up with 
my first taste of heroin just to get me out the door. Then another at the morgue. And it worked. It made me 
numb. Numb to the heartache and pain of losing Robbie. | wanted more. | needed more! And he supplied it..and 


has been ever since." 


"Let me understand this clearly. You're saying McGhee got you hooked on heroin?" Michael asked, tapping his 
finger on the desk for emphasis. 


"Yes," Sixx said. "He made it easy. Too easy. I'd ring him when | had run out of smack and he would be on my 
doorstep within the hour with a fresh supply of pure china white. Until it wasn't. Yesterday, | ended up in the 
hospital from an overdose. The last delivery was not clean. | think Doc McGhee is trying to kill me." 

"What gives you the impression that it wasn't pure?" Michael asked. This information was playing into Michael's 
hands beautifully. McGhee had not only dug his own grave but he had also thrown the first sod of dirt into it. 
"Why couldn't it have been because you'd built up an immunity to it? And what grounds would McGhee want 
you dead?" 

Sixx huffed and shook his head. The boy was hiding something. Michael's gut reaction was telling him this. 

"I have the information straight from the dealer. | promised | wouldn't name names coz until recently, he's 
done solid by me. He told me that Doc had gone to him last week with an order for some cheap, dirty junk for 


my new drummer." 


"Now the thing is..my drummer barely even smokes weed. He has a father who needs constant supervision so 


he needs to keep his wits about him. | know he would never ask for smack, let alone a bindle of dirty junk” 
"That still does not prove anything," Michael shrugged. 
"He's also skimming," Nikki said confidently as though presenting the information on a platter. 


Michael tried not to show his pleasure at the confirmation of McGhee's thievery. "Continue." 


"He's double dipping on the drug deals and on all the contracts for everyone that he has on his books," Nikki 
said. "| noticed the difference in percentages when he was sighing my new drummer.” 


"Why didn't you say something?" 


"He's plain stupid, thinks I'm nothing but a junkie who will do as he says," Nikki shrugged again. "But | see things, 
hear things. If he's done it to us, more than likely he's done it to whoever else he has on his books. And | hear 
he's branching out to the east coast too." 


That piece of information startled Michael. It also angered him. The little freak was putting his whole operation 
under threat. 


If McGhee ventured into another Family's territory, he could theoretically start a mob war. He only half 
listened to the boy explain that McGhee was extolling the club scene, and the bands coming from them, in the 


larger New York-New Jersey general area, as he pondered the possibilities. 


Michael Alessi prided himself on running a peaceful business, well, as peaceful as an Italian crime organisation 
could be. He showed the other Family groups his respect by staying within his own patch of turf and he 
expected them to do the same. 


But that wasn't to say that he had ever shied away from defending his own business or meting out 
punishment to those under his protection that had stepped out of line. 


Robbie's ultimate punishment had been a prime example. Those within the higher ranks of his business knew of 
Michael's fondness for the boy and his untimely death had sent shockwaves rippling through the ranks. 


McGhee had to be stopped. The debt that McGhee owed would ultimately be written of f..permanently. 


"Enough!" Michael held up his hand. He stood from behind his desk and crossed the room to the bar. He poured 
himself a generous glass of whisky again, and a slightly smaller one for the dark-haired youngster. Turning 
back, he held the glass out to Sixx. He almost smiled when the boy looked around for someone else in the room 


before hesitantly making his way over to where Michael stood. 

"Thanks," Sixx said, accepting the glass. 

"You know," Michael said after raising his glass in a silent salute, "| could have quite easily ordered your 
extermination after Robbie's betrayal," he growled. "You should have been long gone. And | would still have my 
protege." 


Oh," Sixx breathed and Michael could feel the wave of shock and fear roll off the young punk. 


"McGhee led me to believe that you were just fucking around, toying with Robbie's affections," Michael said. 


Icy green eyes flashed at him. "Nol" Sixx snarled. "I loved Robbie. With everything | had at the time." 
"At the time?" 


"There was instant attraction," the younger man said wistfully, "but would we have lasted? I'll never know. 
But..." he sighed, "then again, if Robbie were still here, well. guess | wouldn't be a junkie, standing here begging 


to get my life on track coz...” 


Michael watched the dark-haired youth curiously. His whole demeanour was changing in front of his eyes, his 


face taking on almost a dreamy quality. "Because?" correcting the lazy diminutive word. 


"| have a chance at a new life," he replied, looking up at Michael. "We have a new drummer and the band is 
ready to start touring again. And as much as it pains me to say it, Tommy is a first-rate drummer, better 


than Robbie ever was." 


"Tommy," Michael rolled the name over his tongue. It was similar to Robbie's; it invoked the image of youth 


and vitality. "Tell me about him." 


Sixx huffed softly, shuffling his feet a little. "l, er, | shot his father in the shoulder while | was high. His father 
has dementia, you see, and he mistook my house for his own. He was looking for his wife and | thought he was 


an intruder. | kinda..forced..them into sticking around as labour to pay for the damages." 


"Tommy's only young," Sixx continued. "Not even eighteen yet..but he's already lived a lifetime. His mother died 
when he was a kid and he was the one that found her. Then his dad got dementia so Tommy's had to grow up 
fast" Sixx took a mouthful of whisky and swallowed with a slight hiss before meeting Michael's gaze directly. 
"They're the ones that make me want to be a better person" 


"You said this Tommy isn’t eighteen yet?" 


The younger man's mouth pulled up in the corner and the Devil himself couldn't have had a dirtier smile. "Two 


more days of being out of bounds." 
Michael raised his glass to him. He knew that kind of lust that lit up the boy's features. 


He'd also just given Michael one more nail in McGhee's coffin; the fact that he was willingly coercing minors to 
sign legally binding contracts without representation. It made the contract itself null and void and opened 
McGhee up for scrutiny and possible lawsuits, which would mean a lot of background checks. Something Doc 


McGhee couldn't afford and Michael Alessi couldn't allow. 


This impromptu meeting had proven to be a goldmine of information where the downfall of Doc McGhee was 


concerned. 


"Mr Feranna," Michael said. The flash of fire in the brunette's eyes caught his attention. He inclined his head in 
acknowledgment. "Mr Sixx," he started again. "I'm afraid your time limit has been reached and exceeded. | have 


listened to what you've had to say and | have considered it." 
Michael strolled around his office as he thought about how to phrase his offer. 


"Let me make this clear, Mr Sixx," Michael said, stopping at the window that looked out over his compound. "l 
am no longer interested in you and your band. Whilst Robbie was still alive and keeping your bed warm, be 
assured that | kept a very close eye on things. | had wanted to see Robbie back within the folds of his Family 


here, eventually." 
Michael glanced at the young man still standing at the bar; his fists clenched beside him. 


"Your piss and vinegar hold no threat within these walls so | would relax if | were you, little boy," Michael said, 
effectively deflating Sixx with a few well-aimed words. "Any sexual interest in Robbie waned long ago. He'd 
become more of a son to me; my heir. It seems as though both Robbie and | were hoodwinked into our last 


moments together; the one that sealed his fate by calling your name in my bed’ 

"Then why did you fuck him?" Sixx asked crudely 

"| was led to believe that it was Robbie that had requested his last visitation," Michael pondered, frowning 
‘Let me guess,” Sixx said. "Doc told you that?!" 


"It seems as though McGhee has a lot more to answer to than just some petty theft," Michael mused out 
loud as he continued to gaze out of the window. He thought about the young man standing in his office. 


Apart from being somewhat attractive, he could see the reason for Robbie's enthrallment though he held no 
interest for Michael, either business-wise or personally. He had only approved McGhee's loan in the first place 


because Robbie had shown so much enthusiasm for the music business at the time. 


Turning away from the view of the luxurious compound below, Michael faced Sixx and said, "Because you made 
Robbie happy..! will give you one week! One week to find new management and fire McGhee Entertainment. 
Engage an entertainment lawyer and have them go through any and all contracts. | think you will find more 


than just false percentages that would have cost you dearly in the end” 


"As for your drug habit." Michael continued as he strolled back to his desk, "My investments are expansive 
and varied. No doubt what you have been spending on your habit may seem huge to your meager funds but 
make no mistake that, should you be using one of my contacts, your spending would be mere pernies in my 
pocket. You've said that you want to get clean?! Then go do it" 


Pressing a button under the edge of his desk, Michael said, "You will be escorted from here and returned to 
the laundromat. There will be no trace of this visit after today. | never want to see you standing in front of 


me again. Do you understand?" 


Someone knocked on the door before it swung open and two large men stepped inside, closing the door behind 


them. 

| understand,” Sixx nodded. "For what it's worth.Robbie did love you. Probably more than he ever loved me." 
Michael regarded Sixx and inclined his head as an acknowledgment of his statement before giving a silent signal 
to his assistants who stepped on either side of the brunette and affixed a blindfold then placed a black velvet 


bag loosely over his head, before leading him out of the office. 


Only when he was assured that he was alone, did Michael allow himself a brief moment to truly mourn, 


Doc POV 
One Week Later 


Doc's world was slowly but surely falling apart. After finding nothing but the bullet in his safe the previous 


week, Doc knew that he was a dead man walking. 


He tried to carry on as though nothing had happened whilst out in public. However, once he was inside his 
apartment, he locked the door, threw the heaviest piece of furniture he had in front of it, and cowered in the 


dark, too afraid to move, until exhaustion drove him to sleep where he sat. 


Every waking moment was spent looking over his shoulder, skulking in the shadows, and avoiding being seen as 
much as possible. He varied the time and route of his drive into the office every day and parked as close to 
the bank of elevators as possible. His life had been reduced to short bursts of frantic activity and long hours 


of panic and paranoia. 
The trouble was, he still had bookings to fill and bands to babysit. 


Most notably, the rebranded Mötley Crue with their new drummer. Their first night had been a huge success 
with the venue having to turn people away from the door within an hour of the band hitting the stage. 


Word had gotten out that Nikki, Vince, and Mick were back with a vengeance and this was their second solid 
weekend of playing sold-out bookings. 


Tommy had set up a seat behind his drum kit for his loopy old man, out of view of the audience but close 
enough for Tommy to keep an eye on him. The kid's extravagant antics behind the drum kit had the crowd 
enthralled and even Doc had to admit that the kid had style. 


Doc had stayed rooted to one spot, at the side of the stage; a vantage point from where he could view the 
whole audience and the main entrance. The backstage doors were on the other side of where he stood and, 
from his vantage place, he could easily observe any comings and goings. He breathed a sigh of relief once the 
band had left the stage after a thoroughly raucous send-off. 

He followed the band into the dressing room only to see a bearded, bespeckled stranger waiting for them. Shit! 
Shitshitshit! Fuck! How had he missed this fucker getting past him? He didn't look like one of Michael's usual 
goons but... 

"Nikki," the man said, holding out his hand. "Great show! Vince," he moved around the rest of the band, shaking 
hands, "Mick, Tommy. Good to see you all. The set was amazing. How did that feel, Tommy? You looked really 
comfortable up there, tonight. David, | bet you're proud of your boy?" 

What the fuck?! This guy is speaking as though he knows them! Who the fuck is this asshole?! Doc raged internally. 


The conversation flowed easily amongst the band, his band, and this man who made it sound as though he was 


running the show..until Doc had had enough. 


"Excuse mel” he said. "Who the fuck are you and how did you get back here? This area is reserved for the 
band and their manager only. And that would be mel" 


"Well now, about that." Mick drawled which drew amused snorts from Vince and Tommy. 
The man stepped up to Doc, his hand extended. "Hi, I'm Allen Kovac..and you are?" 
"Kovac?!" Doc sputtered. "But you're 

"Motley Crue's new manager," Nikki said blandy. "You're fired, Doc" 


"You stupid fuck," Doc snarled at Nikki, taking a few angry strides up to the brunette. "You can't do that; you 


signed a contract..." 


"Well now, about that..." Mick repeated and stepped up beside his band leader. Tommy and Vince silently joined 
them. 


"You see, Doc," Nikki said, crossing his arms over his chest, "our lawyer says we can." 
"You..you hired a lawyer?" Doc stammered. 
"Uh-huh," Vince said. 


"Why the fuck would you go and do that?" Doc demanded. 


"Someone suggested | should," Nikki replied quietly. "Someone that | really don't want to cross," he added, with a 
pointed look at Doc. 


Doc's insides ran cold, yet his heart pounded erratically against his chest wall. A random thought crossed his 
mind; at least, if he had a heart attack here and now, he'd die a happier man..because it would mean he 


wouldn't have to face the wrath of Michael Alessi. 


"Anyway, he seems to think that there were quite a few anomalies in our contracts. Stuff that he's never 


seen before," Vince continued. 


"Quite aside from the fact that the contract | signed isn't legally binding," Tommy shrugged, "something about 


lacking parental consent." 


"He tried to call the law firm listed on the contract, too," Mick added. "You know, for clarification on those 


points?! There was no answer." 


'M-maybe they've moved..or..or changed phone numbers," Doc stuttered as he grasped for any plausible 
excuse. His head started to spin and the walls were closing in on him. He had to force himself to remember to 


keep breathing. 


"He thought of that," Tommy said. "So he even checked with the state registry. But, apparently, it doesn't exist. 


It never did exist." 


"So..." Nikki drew out the word, "we can fire you and we just did. I'm not gonna say thanks for everything, 
Doc but | am gonna say this." Nikki advanced on Doc, making him stumble back. "You are a lying piece of shit 
who stole money from me and the boys. You were the one that got me hooked on smack and then kept me 


under your control with it. You made me a fucking junkie.” 


"The evil one is finally exposed. Soon, he will face his maker and he will pay for his sins," David, who was 


standing behind Tommy and Nikki, chimed in sagely. 


"You shut your fucking mouth, old man," Doc growled, pointing his finger at David and attempting to take a step 


forward only to have Tommy shove him backward as Nikki moved to block David from harm. 


"You wanted it, you asshole," Doc snapped at Nikki. "Doc, you gotta get me some more. Doc, Im out again Doc, | 
Just used the last. Want, want, want..that's all you fucking did!" 


"That's what junkies do, dickhead,’ Tommy scoffed. "And you created that! It was a rod to your own back. You 
thought you were being so discreet with your yellow envelopes and all, when you made your deliveries at the 


house..you're a fucking fool.” 


Doc rounded on the stranger. "And | don't know how you fit into all of this," he snarled, saliva flying unchecked, 
"but this is all your fucking fault!” He poked his finger into the man's chest, emphasising his words. 


Allen held up his hands, stepping backward, away from the crazed Doc. 


"Back off, Doc, or I'll fuckin’ throw you out myself" Mick growled, menacingly. It was so unexpected that Doc 
actually stepped back in surprise. Mick was the least likely band member to enter into a confrontation, which 


made the threat all the more compelling. "You've been fired," he continued, "so get..the fuck..out” 
"You're all going to pay for this," Doc seethed. "I have contacts! You'll never make it big without me!" 
"Get your contacts to call my contacts, Doc," Nikki said, arching his eyebrow at him. 

Vince moved to the door and held it open. 


"You haven't heard the last of me, you dumb, cocksucking motherfuckers!” Doc yelled as Tommy and Mick 
herded him toward the door. 


I'm confused," Vince said innocently, as his band brothers moved the odious man toward the door. "What are 


we? Cocksuckers? Or motherfuckers?" 


Doc stumbled into the hallway at the side of the stage and, just before the door closed, he saw Tommy and 


Mick's smug faces as they waved at him. 
"FUCK!" he screamed into the crowded venue. 


He had to get back to his apartment without being seen and quickly. Fuck, he had to get back to his car first. 
Doc broke out into a heavy sweat as he ducked and weaved through the milling crowd. He kept his head down 


and avoided making eye contact wherever possible as he made his way to the main entrance. 


Thankfully, his car was in the venue's parking lot but it was dark and it was parked in the far corner, the last 
available slot open when he'd arrived hours earlier. He fished his keys from his pocket long before even 


reaching the front door of the club. Getting jostled badly, they fell from his sweaty palm, onto the ground. 


"No! God fuckin’ damn it to all hell," he cursed, dropping to his knees in the thick of the crowded venue to 
search for them. His fingers scraped along the dirty floor, littered with spilled drinks, ice, and straws, and he 
didn't want to think about the soft, squishy thing his hand had just landed on as he searched for the keys. 
Then, after being trodden on multiple times, his fingers curled around the familiar metal of his keyring and he 


rose with a triumphant cry. 


As much as he wanted to race to the nearest bathroom to wash his hands, he needed to get back to the 
safety of his apartment first so he made another attempt at getting out of the door. 


Barrelling through the wide double doors into the cool night air, Doc scurried toward the parking lot with his 
eyes squarely on his car, the safety of it calling to him with a siren’s song. 


That was his ultimate mistake. 
He didn't see or hear the men behind him, coming out of the shadows, which they'd blended into. 


Nor did he, in the moment before blacking out, see or smell anything untoward as the chloroform-soaked rag 


covered his nose and mouth. 
Doc never felt the four brutal hands pick him up and throw him roughly into the back of a waiting van. 


And the bruises caused by his unchecked sliding into the sides of the van as it made its way out of the 


parking lot wouldn't be noticed or seen until it was far too late. 


He would wake up to a gun pointed at the back of his head, a sheet of paper, and a cheap plastic pen sitting on 
a metal desk in front of him. 


The bare room would spin and undulate in front of his eyes with each blow from the butt of the firearm 
against his skull as he was forced to write his confession of all his failed business dealings, blind robbery of his 
clients, and..suicide note. 


Only then did the door open and Michael Alessi walked in. 


His nose wrinkled at the stench from the scared man's bowels. He pulled a clean, starched, white handkerchief 


and placed it over his nose. 


He did not speak. He did not even look Doc's way. He did not listen to his pleas for his life, nor his excuses for 
his failings. 


Michael Alessi lowered the handkerchief and used it to move the sheet of paper closer. He read the contents. 
When Michael Alessi finally deigned to look at Doc, it was without any trace of compassion or sympathy. 


"Harold ‘Doct McGhee," Michael started. "You have become a liability..and | don't like liabilities." He gave an 
imperceptible nod to the men behind Doc, turned his back, and left. 
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Epilogue 
Early December 


Nikki POV 


lll be home for Christmas, baby," Nikki crooned, holding Tommy close. They were standing beside the car in 
the parking lot of the rehab centre. "You know it's only a three-week program." 


"I know," Tommy lamented. "But it's gonna be lonely without you." 
"| gotta do this, Tom," Nikki said "I gotta do this for the band, for us." 


"No," Tommy shook his head. "That's all screwed up. You gotta do it for yourself, Nik. The rest will take care of 
itself" 


"Just like you'll take care of yourself while I'm in here?" 

"IIl think about you every night, Nik,” Tommy grinned. "Good thing | got strong hands and good wrist flexibility.’ 
Nikki snorted in amusement before leaning forward to kiss the boy who had changed his life. "I'm sorry life 
took such a downward turn after your birthday. | really wanted to show you how special you are and how 


much you mean to me." 


They rarely spoke about what happened to Doc after he'd been identified. To the outsider, his suicide had been 


due to depression over the failure of his nefarious business dealings. 


But to those in the know, the smaller details were too similar to Robbie's death..right down to his body being 


found in the same area as Nikki's ex. 


For a brief time, Nikki had been a person of interest in the subsequent inquiry, until their lawyers pointed out 
that he, and the rest of the band, had been playing out of town in the week leading up to the discovery and 
that he could provide an alibi for all the other dates that he was questioned about. 


In the end, with no other leads, Doc's death was ruled as suicide and the case was closed. 

It didn't stop Nikki's dance with drugs, however. 

Until the first police visit, Nikki had been carefully reducing his usage until he was just chipping to keep the 
cravings at bay. Unfortunately, the stress he'd felt over the questioning and unfounded accusations had him 


phoning Pete on several occasions. 


The last one had led him to where they stood. He'd overdosed again, at home, in his bedroom closet. This time 


the paramedics were able to revive him quickly, whilst a worried David and distraught Tommy stood anxiously 


by. 


"You can make it up to me at Christmas," Tommy murmured as Nikki bent his head, taking his drummer's 
sweet lips again with his. 


"God, you two," Vince groaned. "Can you get a room already or somethin?" 
"Sneak him into your luggage," Mick suggested blandly as Nikki flipped them off over Tommy's shoulder. 


Tommy tucked his head into Nikki's neck in embarrassment for a moment before stepping back and his father 


moved to stand in front of Nikki. 


"Lord Nicholas," he said, still clinging to his regal alternative. He placed his hands on Nikki's arms and said, "Be 
well, my son, for you hold two tender hearts in your hand." 


"I thought your heart belonged to Queen Voula, Sire," Nikki replied. "| wasn't aware you felt that way for me." 


David grunted and smiled. "You are correct. But | was talking about Lord Thomas’ and your own. Come back to 
us hale and hearty, my son, as you are of my own now and you are very much needed whole when you 


return. 


The old man drew Nikki into a fiercely warm hug and Nikki had the feeling that he was trying to tell him 
something. He returned the hug with as much affection as David was showing him. He'd become as important 


to Nikki as Tommy had. 


"It's time, Nikki," Allen said as he approached from the outer circle, holding a file of relevant paperwork. He 
indicated the staff member standing silently at the top of the wide staircase. 


Nikki sighed and nodded, bracing himself for a long three weeks. 


"Get the fuck over here you two," he growled at Mick and Vince, leaving Tommy's goodbye until last. "Look 


after him for me, ya hear?!" he asked in a thick voice. 


"We will," Vince replied and gave Nikki a brief hug. "Take care, man. See you when you get out" He flipped Nikki 
the bird affectionately. "Meet you at the car, Mars," he said and walked toward his sportscar. 


Nikki had to blink back the tears when Mick held his gaze and said, "l'm proud of you, kid. Now go 


make you proud of yourself.” 


Mick's one-armed hug was strong and reassuring and Nikki felt a little bereft when it ended. Mick touched the 
brim of his hat as a goodbye and walked away to Vince's car. 


"You had to bring the Corvette, didn't you, asshole?!" Mick's voice carried over the tarmac and Nikki smiled at 


the normalcy of his bandmates. 


Allen had already reached the top of the stairs and yelled down, "Nikki..let's go." 
He held his finger up to indicate that he'd heard but Nikki wanted to say goodbye to Tommy one last time. 


The drummer was almost bouncing on the balls of his feet in agitation, his sunglasses firmly down over his 


eyes. 


"Hey," Nikki said to Tommy and pushed the sunglasses up into Tommy's dark curls. "Gimme a kiss goodbye, 


baby, so | can get this over and done with. | wanna get home to you as soon as possible." 


| wish-," Tommy started to say before Nikki cut him off with a tender kiss that he hoped would sustain him 
for the next five hundred odd hours. 


"I know," he said, breathlessly after the kiss had broken. He rested his forehead against Tommy's, his fingers 


curled into his dark hair. "Ill be back, | promise." Kissing Tommy fiercely once more, Nikki turned, grabbed his 


carry-all, and took the first step toward his future. 


**THE END** 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 
You asked for it.so here's Nikki and Tommy's reunion. 


Have fun) 


Three Days Before Christmas 

Nikki's Release Day from Rehab 

Nikki POV 

Nikki stepped out of the large front doors of the rehab centre and breathed deeply. He slid his sunglasses 
down from his hair and over his eyes and looked around, seeing things with complete clarity, physically and 


mentally, for the first time in a couple of years. 


He smiled grimly as he thought about the day he walked in through those doors after committing to memory 
the one thing that had kept him going through the past three weeks. 


It had been tough going, dealing with the physical withdrawals as well as the mental struggle of withdrawing 
from the demons in his head, telling him in minute detail of his failings. That side was harder than the physical 


cravings and sickness as the poisons were eradicated from his body. 
But he did it! 


Nikki's grim smile changed to one of satisfaction and, yes, a little pride in himself. He'd fuckin’ done it! He proved 
his demons wrong and sent them all back to the hell that he'd dredged himself out of. 


Slowly, Nikki Sixx started to emerge from the shell of his discarded, drug filled life. Forced to eat healthy 
meals, his body gradually felt the effects of the good nutrition and he had willingly sought out ways to gain 


privilege passes to the in-house gym. 


The centre had put on a dinner the previous night, in honour of their program graduates but it had been nice 


to know that it would be his last meal there. 


Even though he'd occasionally socialised with others throughout his time at the facility, there was no one that 
interested him enough to regularly keep in touch with on the outside and no amount of inane chit chat over 


the meal could quell the anxiousness of counting down the hours until home time. 
Home. 
Where Tommy waited for him. Tommy, who thought that Nikki wasn't coming home until the next day. 


Nikki had wanted to surprise his young lover and, though he hated to lie to Tommy, he had organised 
completely different plans with Mick and Vince's help. 


Instead of Tommy coming to collect him tomorrow, a plan which Nikki had carefully cultivated with the young 
drummer, Mick and Vince would collect David for a day out today. Vince would then keep David amused whilst 
Mick came to collect Nikki and drive him home to Tommy, giving the couple a few hours to, in Mick's 

words, suck on whatever body parts you want fo in peace. The guitarist also stipulated a time limit of three 


hours; no more, no less. 


A growl, low at first but increasing in volume as it drew closer, caught Nikki's attention. He let out a bark of 
joyful laughter as Mick's souped-up pickup truck rumbled through the gates, drawing the gaze of others 


waiting for or collecting their loved ones. 


Nikki threw back his head and howled to the sky, ignoring the disapproving looks from the others in the 
grounds, his inner animal feeling free from the shackles as much as Nikki's soul was. Mick pulled up at the 


bottom of the wide steps that led to where Nikki stood and the blacked out window rolled down. 
"Need a ride, kid?" Mick's gruff voice spilled from the cab of his truck. 
Nikki grinned, and replied, "You a dirty old man, pickin’ up kids now, Mars?" 


Mick lowered his glasses down his nose and sent Nikki an evil eye. He pointedly pushed them back up before 
putting the truck into gear and pulling away from the curb. 


"Hey!" Nikki yelled as Mick started to wind his way back through the circular entryway. He grabbed his bag and 


ran down the stairs. 


"Stop, man!" he yelled as he vaulted over the shrubs that lined the driveway in an effort to cut off Mick's 
exit. "Hey! Stop motherfucker!" He threw his carry-all at the side of the truck, the impact causing its 


immediate stop. 


The blacked out window rolled down again as Nikki came to a halt beside it. Puffing slightly, Nikki rested his 
hands on his hips as Mick turned his head slowly toward him. He couldn't tell if the older man was pissed or 


not, his pale face was a mask of nothingness. Nikki was starting to get nervous. 


"You're paying for that duco," Mick grumbled, leaving a moment before he smiled. 
"There's nothing wrong with it," Nikki replied, eyeing the car speculatively for any damage. 
"You hurt Lucille," Mick stated. "You'll make it up to her." 


"This is Lucille?!" Nikki asked incredulously. "You've never said that before. Thought it was a woman! | mean. it 
looks good from behind, | guess. Though | hope you're lettin’ that exhaust pipe cool before you try to fuck 


her. 
The window started to roll up again 

"Wait!" Nikki yelped with a laugh. “Im sorry, man l'm just in a good mood, ya know?! 
"| should just leave you here," Mick grunted. "Get in, dickhead," he said, finally. 


Nikki huffed out a relieved breath and his mouth spread into a happy grin. "Good to see you too, fucker," he 
said. Bending to retrieve his bag, Nikki hurried around to the passenger side and, after tossing his bag into the 
back seat, threw himself into the cab and closed the door. 


Mick put the truck into gear and peeled out of the driveway, leaving the rehab centre behind them, and 
wending their way back to Nikki's house. 


"You look good, kid," Mick said after a while. 


"| feel good," Nikki nodded. "I feel..alive for the first time in a long time. That thing inside of me is calm now. 
Sleeping, maybe. Hopefully. Now all | wanna do is get stuck into-." 


If you dare say what | think you're gonna say," Mick said, cutting him off. "Don't. | don't need to hear about 
your love life with the little drummer boy. I'll never be able to look his father in the eyes again" 


"Asshole," he chuckled. "I was going to say work, if you must know. | got so many song ideas; lyrics, melodies... 
just need to hear them outside of my head. I'm not sharing what | wanna do to Tommy with anyone but him.. 
well, at least until I've done all I've been dreaming about for the past three weeks. Then you might get the 
juicy details." 


"Ugh," Mick grimaced. "No thanks. Vinnie might want the details, not me." 


Nikki threw his head back and laughed. He felt good..he felt happy! He peppered Mick with questions about the 
band and Alan but avoided any conversation about Tommy other than confirming that he had no idea that Nikki 
was coming home today. He wanted to listen to Tommy tell him about himself and his dad, and what they'd 


done during Nikki's absence. 


Nikki's leg started to bounce the closer Mick drove to his house and the conversation died off. 
"Quit it," Mick said, giving Nikki's leg a hard, sharp poke with his fingers. 
"Ouch! What the fuck was that for?!" Nikki yelped and rubbed his thigh. 


"The jiggling.” Nikki blinked at Mick. "Your leg. Quit jiggling it. Otherwise I'll add a new suspension kit on top of the 


duco repair." 
"Oh," Nikki replied, staring dumbfoundedly at his legs. "Sorry. | didn't know | was doing it" 


"Well, you were," his bandmate said, blandly. "What's with you anyway? Why you so antsy? Do | need to take 
you back to rehab?!" 


"No! Fuck, sorry. Didn't mean to snap," Nikki huffed out a breath after Mick shot him a pointed glance, and 
continued, "I'm nervous, Mick. What if..what if he's had a change of heart? What if all of this..this time apart.. 


was too much?" 
"Eejit!" the older man growled. "You're a Grade A, mutherfuckin' eejit, you know that?! 


"| am?!" 


"Hells hounds with bows onl" Mick spat out, taking a corner harshly and the tyres squealing slightly in response. 


Mick fsked with irritation. "lm sorry, Lucille," he murmured to the car. 
Nikki blinked at Mick's unusual turn of phrase. 


"Sixx," he continued. "That boy is so fuckin head over heels for you, he don't know which way is up some 


days." 


Something inside of Nikki simultaneously released in relief and hitched anxiously. He rubbed at the spot over his 


chest absently in response. 


"l'Il be King Kong's fuckin’ uncle," Mick continued, "if that kid don't have a countdown in days, hours, minutes and 


seconds until he thinks you're comin’ home." 


"Dude, you been watching too much TV or somethin?" he chuckled. "Eejit. Hellhounds. King Kong," he repeated 
back to his guitarist. 


Mick grunted. "I been helpit Tommy with his dad," he said. "David..well, the kid can fill you in on the details, but 
things took a downward turn about a week ago. | been sitting with the old man, just watching old movies on TV, 


to give the kid a break to go do the groceries or whatever." 


"Ah, damn it," Nikki sighed. He'd grown fond of Tommy's father, and the beast that used to live just under the 
surface, was usually calmed by being in the presence of the dementia-ridden old man. Nikki fell silent as he 
wondered how bad things had gotten. Tommy, in one of their late right discussions out in the backyard, had 
told Nikki of his father's probable progression and inevitable final outcome. 


At the start of his time in rehab, Nikki had cursed the strict no phone calls rules for the first week until he 
found out that he could earn privileges by attending classes and participating in them willingly. He used those 
privileges to organise his surprise for Tommy and to divert the drummer's attention away from the real plan 
for his release. He double-downed on those curses yet again, now knowing that Tommy had needed help while 


he'd been sequestered away. 

The fact that Tommy chose not to tell him was something that he was going to deal with face to face. 

"Hey," Mick said. "We're getting close." 

Nikki looked up, withdrawing from his thoughts. The familiar streets of his neighbourhood were all around him. 
"You want me to take you to the door?" 

"Nol" Nikki said. "Drop me off around the corner. | wanna walk the rest.” 


Mick nodded and after a few moments, Nikki told him to pull over. "I got it from here. Thanks again, old man," 
Nikki said with a wobbly smile. "l.l don't know-" 


"Don't go gettin’ all sappy on me now, fuckhead," Mick gruffed. "You got three hours then we're bringing your 


cockblock home whether you like it or not." 


Nikki grinned and nodded. "Understood; loud and clear, fucker," he said, opening the door and sliding down to the 
ground. He dragged his carry all out of the cab and closed the door. Nikki rested his arm on the bottom of the 
window and said, "See you in a few. Tell Vinnie thanks, too. Plan on sticking around for dinner too; we'll order 


pizza or something.” 


"You better open the windows then," his guitarist said. "I ain't eating in a house that stinks of sex!" He put the 


car into gear and pulled away from the curb, leaving Nikki chuckling. 


Reaching for his bag that he'd dropped to the ground, Nikki hoisted it onto his shoulder and walked the last 
block to his home. 


Tommy POV 


The music was blasting through the speakers as Tommy moved around the house, singing as loud as he could, 


though he resisted the urge to race to his drum kit to play along to some of his favourite songs. 


He was grateful to Vince for taking his father out for the day earlier, allowing him to also run to the grocery 
store and stock up the pantry. There was no way he was going to be leaving the house for anything like food 
and he was not letting Nikki out of his sight for any longer than it took to take the trash out, anytime soon. 


Working like a dervish since he'd come back from the grocery store, Tommy had prepped as much as possible 
for the meal he was planning to make for Nikki tomorrow. All the vegetables were washed, cut and placed in 
containers, the meat, some tender lamb pieces were marinating in the fridge so that all he had to do 


tomorrow after collecting Nikki, would be just to throw it all together. 


He was currently cleaning the house, tidying, dusting and, using one of his t-shirts, polishing any surface he 
could find in the house though he needn't have bothered. Without Nikki's penchant for leaving clothes, shoes, 
coffee mugs, plates, cigarettes and ashtrays..guitars..lying about as their use no longer became relevant, 
Tommy had been able to keep it relatively tidy out of boredom rather than necessity whilst it was just him 
and his father. 


He'd even ventured into Nikki's room to put right the mess and destruction his last overdose had created. He 
had worked methodically through the room, checking in all the obvious places and discovering some not so 
obvious ones that Nikki had squirrelled away supplies. Any dope of any description, rigs or any skerrick of 
tinfoil was disposed of quickly. 


His father had become more of a concern though, since Nikki had been gone and Tommy was hoping that 
having Nikki home again would pull his father out of his sudden decline. He knew it was inevitable one day, such 
was the nature of the disease, but he didn't want it to be this soon. He needed his father around, in whatever 


form he took, for as long as possible. 


Bundling up an armful of washing, including the t-shirt he'd just finished using, Tommy trotted down the 
basement stairs to the laundry. When he returned, satisfied with his efforts so far but still mentally ticking 
off items yet to do, Tommy collected his sunglasses, cigarettes, poured himself a coffee and headed out into 


the sunshine. 


He sat down on a lounger, his usual spot, coffee on one side, ashtray on the other. He distractedly lit a smoke 
and breathed deeply. Tommy let his mind wander, imagining Nikki's reaction at seeing him there to pick him up 


and the subsequent more private reunion when he heard the front door open and close. 
He frowned, but wasn't too concerned; Mick and Vince had keys to let themselves in when they needed to. 
"What did you forget?" he yelled out, expecting either a gruff bark or a sarcastic remark But instead, there 


was only silence. Tommy sat up, and drew back on his smoke before resting it in the ashtray. He stood up, 


equal amounts of curiosity and concern shifting through him. 


Tommy walked to the back door and stepped inside the house, expecting to see either Mick or Vince rummaging 


through the pantry or the fridge. 
"| didn't forget anything, baby,” Nikki said with a soft smile. 


Tommy's knees buckled. "Nikki?!" he gasped. "What the..." Tommy struggled to make his mouth and his brain 


coordinate enough to form a complete sentence. 
"Surprise!" he said with an elegant arch of his eyebrow. 
"Jesus..christ," Tommy hissed, his voice strangled by the emotion that suddenly filled him. 


Nikki pushed away from the door frame and took a step toward him. "Aren't you gonna say hello, Tommy- 
baby?" Nikki crooned as though he was gentling a scared animal. 


Tommy needed to know that Nikki was real and not just some fanciful dream so he pinched himself..hard. He 


grunted, and rubbed at the spot that throbbed from the force of his fingers. 
Definitely awake , he thought wryly. 


"How? When?" he stuttered. "You're not supposed to come home until tomorrow," Tommy exclaimed, watching 


each step Nikki took that brought him closer. 


"| lied," Nikki shrugged. "Just a little white lie," he held his finger and thumb close together, "so that | could 


surprise you." 
Nikki..." Tommy whimpered. 


They were less than a step apart now; what had seemed like an insurmountable chasm of time and space 
between them not more than five minutes ago, was now only a small leap..and Tommy took it. He launched 
himself at Nikki and wrapped the older man in his arms and relished the feel of Nikki's solid flesh in his 


embrace. 


Tommy tucked his nose into the crook of Nikki's neck and breathed deeply, reacquainting himself with the man's 
scent. His body hitched as he swallowed back the emotion that threatened to spill over. Never had he been 
more excited to see someone, except possibly when his mom took him to see Santa when he was a small child. 
Like most of his childhood memories and dreams, it was shattered beyond recognition after his mom's death 


and his father's diagnosis. 
"| missed you," he said against Nikki's neck. 


| missed you too, my Tommy," Nikki replied, moments before feeling Nikki's lips on his neck and the way his 


strong arms tightened infinitesimally tighter around him. "We only have a couple of hours," he whispered in 


Tommy's ear. "| want you, baby," he said, "tell me you want me too. Tell me you want me now." 


Tommy was suddenly aware of Nikki's need as his length pressed hotly against his hip and his own dick swelled 
eagerly in response. Nikki's fingers swept against the small of his back; a languid pull and splay of the digits 
that reminded Tommy of the lazy waves on the ebbing tide or a heartbeat with its rhythmic, soothing pulse. 


"Damn it, Nikki," Tommy growled, pulling away enough to look into the sea-green eyes. "| want you! | need you... 


he checked himself before he uttered the L-word. "Like | need the air to breathe." 


Nikki's eyes darkened at his words, and his mouth, those luscious, plump lips that he'd been dreaming about for 


the past three weeks, fell open in response to the frank admission. 
Could he tell that he was about to declare his love for him, Tommy wondered. 


Then those lips curled at the corners into a soft smile, moments before Nikki leaned forward and touched 


them to Tommy's lips. Soft, tender and all too brief. 
Tommy sighed happily as Nikki broke the kiss. 


"Go lock the back door, baby," Nikki instructed, tapping Tommy's flank with his fingers. "I don't want any 


interruptions for the next couple of hours. | want to make love to you as many times as | can manage." 


"Oh!" Tommy's stomach swooped with Nikki's words, and settled heavily in his lower gut. He put a hand over his 
stomach and rubbed at the pleasantly unsettled feeling as he rushed around the kitchen table to turn the 


mechanism on the door and keep the outside world at bay. 


When he turned, Nikki was watching him, head cocked to one side, and a soft smile graced his mouth. It took 


Tommy's breath away at the force of how much he cared for the older man. 


Locking eyes with Nikki's, Tommy walked back to where he waited. "Welcome home, Nikki," he said when he was 
standing face to face with him. 


Nikki cupped his face, brushing his thumb over Tommy's mouth and mouthed thank you . He moved his hand 
and laced his fingers into Tommy's. Without breaking eye contact, Nikki tugged his arm and Tommy followed 


Nikki into his bedroom. The significance of which was not wasted on Tommy. 

Previously, any fooling around had been covert, after dark, fumbles in the moonlight in Nikki's garden hideaway. 
Usually limited to heavy petting, hand or blow jobs, never allowing themselves to go all the way whilst David 
slept nearby. 


Nikki kicked the door closed and looked around. "You tidied up?!" 


"Uh huh," Tommy nodded. "I changed the bed, too. | hope you don't mind 


"| don't mind," he replied. "Fresh sheets, fresh start," Nikki said, drawing Tommy almost desperately into his 


arms again. 
Nikki POV 


It felt so good to hold the younger man in his arms again. When Tommy had initially walked in from outside, 
Nikki thought his heart was going to pound right out of his chest wall with the amount of feelings that swirled 


inside of him. 


Tommy was his best friend, his heart, his champion and saviour all rolled up into a long, lean, sexy package. 
And all the shit that Nikki had been through recently, melted into nothingness in comparison to the love he had 


for this person. 
Now, they were alone, truly alone and all Nikki wanted to do was show Tommy how much he loved him. 
Nikki kicked the door closed and looked around. "You tidied up?!" 


His room had been a trash heap when he left. He'd left clothes strewn everywhere after the last frantic 
search for his stash of drugs that had sent him skating over the thinnest of ice where his life was concerned. 
He hadn't come back to this room since his last overdose, save only to pack his bag, opting to head straight 
into rehab from the hospital. 


"Uh huh," Tommy nodded. "I changed the bed, too. | hope you don't mind" 


"| don't mind," he replied. "Fresh sheets, fresh start," Nikki said, and drew Tommy into his arms again. "Though... 
you know we're only gonna get them dirty again," he purred, so close to Tommy's lips that he heard him 
swallow and exhale. Nikki inhaled the smoke-tainted breath into his own lungs. 


Bunching Tommy's t-shirt into his fingers, Nikki drew it up and over Tommy's head without a fight, exposing 
the expanse of smooth, creamy flesh to Nikki's eyes. He noticed the twitch of muscle that ran through 
Tommy, like a thoroughbred racehorse getting ready for the ride of its life. The fabric dropped to the ground 
from his fingers before Nikki brought his hands up to gentle his warmblooded stallion 


Tracing a finger over Tommy's lips, avoiding being sucked into his mouth, Nikki trailed it down over the 
stubbled chin and over Tommy's Adam's apple, tilting his head to one side to watch it move up and down with 


each heavy swallow. 


He rested his fingertip at the base, and marvelled at how perfectly his finger fitted into the hollow where 
Tommy's collar bones joined. Nikki smiled softly when he felt the heartbeat beneath his fingertip. 


Nikki..." Tommy murmured. 


“Shhh, baby," he replied, stroking the indentation momentarily. Placing his other hand at the small of Tommy's 
back, Nikki bent his head to taste the hollow with his tongue and lips. 


Initially intending only to taste that spot, once Tommy's flavour exploded onto his tongue, Nikki couldn't help 
himself, he needed more. He licked and nibbled back up his lover's long neck to his jaw, feeling the scrape of 
Tommy's unshaven facial hair sharp against his lips. Moving further upwards, he nipped and pulled at the 


earlobe, tracing his tongue around the shell of Tommy's ear. 


Tommy grunted and mewled with Nikki's exploration, twitching and shuddering so violently that Nikki had to 
tighten his grip around his waist, which just brought their impatient dicks closer to each other. 


Finally, Tommy seemed to come out of his daze and Nikki felt fingers thread into his hair, tugging his head up 
moments before Tommy crashed his mouth against him. Without resistance, Nikki opened his lips to Tommy's 
questing tongue and insistent kisses. 


Nikki was thankful that the music had stopped, record, not radio, he thought, as the sounds that Tommy made 
were like music to his ears. The moist, smacking noise of their kisses, the soft little mewls that escaped them 


both, the ragged breathing as hunger started to intensify. 


Once Nikki felt Tommy's fingers relax a little in his hair, obviously satisfied that he'd asserted some small 
moment of control, he disengaged from the intoxicating kisses and returned to his reacquainting and exploration 


of Tommy's neck and jaw. 


All he wanted to do was throw Tommy over his shoulder, caveman-style, and take him to bed. Nikki forced 
himself to go slow and commit each moment to memory. Tommy had admitted that he was no virgin but this 
was their first time and Nikki wanted to make it special, memorable, for them both. He wanted to remember 
each sigh, the way Tommy's muscles moved sinuously beneath his skin, the way his fingers gripped and tore 
at him when Nikki did something that pleasured him and the mumbled words that tumbled unchecked from 


Tommy's lips. 


‘My Tommy," Nikki mumbled against the fragrant skin moments before he drew some between his teeth and 


suckled. He wanted..no, he needed..to claim his territory, to let his beast claim his mate. 
"Argh..oh, fuck, yeah..." Tommy breathed. "Nikki, please..please," he whimpered impatiently. 


Nikki released Tommy with pop and inspected his work, damp and blooming dark already, with a satisfied grin 
"So impatient. I'm not finished yet," he tsked. "Go get on the bed, baby." 


He had to grin when Tommy almost ran to the bed and was about to take off his jeans. "No!" Nikki barked. 


"Huh?!" Tommy queried, his hands still at the button fly of his worn jeans. 


It was Nikki's turn to swallow heavily as his mouth had started salivating at the sight of Tommy cock pressed 
against the soft denim. "Let me unwrap my coming home present," he said, walking over to him and placing his 


hand on the appendage and stroking the fabric. 
"On the bed," he repeated to the slack-jawed drummer, his voice coming out as a growl. 


His Beast was scratching at the door but the door held strong. He could feel the difference this time. His Beast 
wasn't there to do harm any longer; it was more of a driving force now. In the last few weeks, Nikki had 
learned how to use his inner beast to his advantage; to give him the drive and determination to take what he 


wanted, and if he couldn't take it immediately, he knew that nowadays he had the stamina to work hard for it. 


And right now he wanted Tommy, who had thrown the bedding down to the bottom of the bed and was settling 


himself amongst the mountain of pillows. 


Nikki toed off his shoes and idly wondered if Tommy had slept in here whilst he was away, coz he looked so 
very perfect lying there. "This is what kept me going," Nikki said, crawling onto the mattress beside Tommy. "I 
kept imagining you lying in my bed" He moved over Tommy, sliding a leg between his lover's. "Every night when 


the lights went out and the cravings started." 


"Were we naked though?" Tommy asked, plucking at Nikki's shirt, making a valiant attempt at getting Nikki to 
take his clothes off. 


"Yes, baby. We were definitely naked," Nikki chuckled and planted a resounding kiss on Tommy's lips. 


"Thank fuck for th." Tommy mumbled before Nikki stole the rest of the words with a slow grind of hips and 
sharp nip of his teeth on his bottom lip. The shudder that rolled through the man beneath him could have 
been felt city-wide. 


Indulging himself in more of Tommy's drugging kisses, Nikki sought out Tommy's nipples. He teased them with 
cruel little pinches and tugs before he soothed the hurt away by thrumming his fingers over them gently, 
bringing them to sensitive little peaks. 


By this time Tommy was writing beneath him, his hands clutching at Nikki wherever they fell, pleading for 
more but not to stop what he was currently doing which was suckling on the turgid, dusky little peaks. When 
his caged Beast started battering at the door, seeking to rut with his mate, Nikki growled low in his throat and 
released the nipple he'd been toying with. 


Rising to his knees, Nikki reached over to his nightstand and yanked the drawer open. He had to stop for a 
brief second to register that the contents had been tidied and arranged in some sort of order. Even the 
almost-empty tube of his favoured brand of lube had been replaced with a new, larger sized tube. He pulled 
the container from the drawer and sat back on his haunches, waggling the tube in front of him. 


"Wishful thinking, babe," he queried, "or planning ahead?" 


"Oh..um..which ever will get me fucked quicker, Sixx," Tommy panted, squirming against the sheets as he played 
with his nipples that Nikki had abandoned. "| wanna see you..touch you." Tommy's bare foot landed against his 


lower stomach and his heel pressed against Nikki's restrained, impatient dick. 


Nikki indulged himself and Tommy for a moment, and ground himself against the solid object. He sighed, so deep 
in his throat that it sounded like a purr as Tommy started using his toes to enhance the sensations. 


Feeling the dark swirl of lust and desire deep in his belly, Nikki needed to move things along a little quicker so 


he stilled Tommy's foot and set it back on the outside of his thigh. Dropping the lube onto the mattress 
between his spread thighs, Nikki gripped the bottom of his shirt and pulled it over his head. 


Nikki didn't move as Tommy rose to his elbows allowing him to take his fill. "You like what you see, Tommy?" 


he asked, running his hand over his chest and noting how the brown eyes followed every movement. 

With a lick of his bottom lip, Tommy nodded and sat up. "I like..very much, Sixx," he replied, reaching out to run 
his fingers along the back of Nikki's hand, sliding them between the digits to mimic what the bassist's fingers 
were doing to himself. 

Letting his hands fall away, he closed his eyes and let his head drop back onto his shoulders. Nikki hummed his 
appreciation,as he let Tommy reacquaint himself with his body. But when he felt Tommy's hands wander lower, 
down to the fastenings to his jeans, he moved swiftly and grabbed his wrist. 

"Nuh-uh, babe." 

"What?! No," Tommy cried, looking thoroughly perplexed and very hungry. "I want it! | need you," he snarled. 
"And you'll get me, my sweet Tommy," Nikki crooned. "But this," he cupped his lover's bulky cock through the 
fabric, "was mine to unwrap, remember? And | wanna see my reward first." Nikki worked his fingers, none too 
gently, over Tommy's heated length and the dark-haired boy fell back into the pillows with a tortured groan. 
Nikki grinned but was grateful for the easier access to the brass button and zipper, making quick work of 
them both. The plackets of the zipper separated to reveal the thatch of dark curls that Nikki had previously 


familiarised himself with on numerous occasions. 


"Finally," Tommy groaned, looking down at his body, and as if by thought alone, his dick squirmed its way free 
of the rest of the binding cloth. 


"Someone's happy to see me," Nikki chuckled as he tugged the denim down the impossibly long legs. 
"He's been counting the days, hours and minutes," Tommy returned. 


"Mick said something along those lines," he said, tossing the denim over his shoulder. 


"Huh?!" Tommy said, blinking at him. 


With a quick shake of his head, Nikki said, "lm not here to talk about Mick" He pushed himself to his feet, 
wobbling precariously on the softness of the mattress and quickly popped the buttons on his pants, his jeans 


soon joining Tommy's on the floor. 


"Fuck, yeah," Tommy breathed, his eyes wide with desire. "Gimme!" he added, and moved his hand to wrap 


around himself. 


Nikki followed suit, sheathing himself in his fist and stroking himself as Tommy was doing. "You want this, 
babe?" he asked, kneeling back down. "I don't think that pretty little ass of yours is ready for this beast." He 
reached for the lube that had been jostled to the bottom of the bed. 


"Then make it ready," came the reply as Tommy shifted himself, without hesitation, into a position that left 


him open and vulnerable to Nikki. "Coz if you don't hurry up, l'm just gonna take matters into my own hands." 


"Bossy little thing, aren't ya?!" Nikki smirked, but uncapped the slippery gel and set about coating his lover's 
pink rosette generously, enjoying the greediness of the muscle with each swipe and circle of his fingers. "Damn, 


baby..you're so fucking hot," he mumbled, completely focused on the task of preparation 


Squeezing more gel onto Tommy and then his fingers, Nikki settled himself, getting comfortable for the longer 
process of dilating the tight little muscle. He knuckled the opening first with a decent amount of pressure 
behind it, getting Tommy used to the feeling. "Knock, knock..it's the big bad wolf at your door," he said as he 
pushed his finger through to the heated passage and felt the ring tighten down around his finger. He had to 
remember to keep breathing as he slid the digit back and forth slowly until he felt the relaxation happening. 
"That's it, baby. Just relax..and let me in" 


"Unh..feels so good, Nikki," the younger man groaned. "More. | want more. I'm not a virgin, you know, Sixx!" 


"I know, Tom," Nikki smirked, as he prepared to slide a second finger in. "I'm enjoying myself. | want you to enjoy 


it just as much as | am." The second digit slid in with relative ease. 


" fuck ," Tommy grunted and pistoned his hips upward as Nikki's long middle finger, calloused from years of 
playing bass, brushed across his prostate. "More..oh fuck, Nik..don't make me cum yet" 


"I won't," he breathed. There was no way he was going to miss out on feeling his cock being squeezed by 
Tommy's vice-like grip. "But if you do..itll be okay, too. We'll just start again coz | wanna spend the rest of my 
days makin’ you feel pleasure like this." 


Tommy emitted a noise that was part happy sigh and part groan as Nikki spent the next few minutes targeting 
the patch of swollen nerve endings, working his remaining fingers into Tommy's tight heat and soothing his 


frantic lover with words of love and deep kisses. 


Nikki bent over his Tommy and lapped at the puddle of cooling precum that lay in the hollow of his pelvis 


before teasing the man's cock with long, slow licks. 


" STOP" Tommy gasped finally, closing his legs to the best of his ability and sinking his hands into Nikki's hair, 
forcing Nikki to look at him. "Want you..," he panted. "No more teasing, Nik. Please.” 


"You gotta let me up then, babe," he replied with a grunt as the legs around his shoulders tightened. He 
shouldn't be surprised at the strength in those long, slim legs but he'd rather have them locked around his 


waist. 
Oh..." Tommy said and the muscles released. 


Nikki shifted, and, after leaving a trail of small kisses up the length of the rigid cock, sat back on his heels. "On 
your knees, Tom," he said, gently withdrawing his fingers. He reached for the lube as Tommy followed his 
request. 


Watching as Tommy's ass loomed in front him, Nikki felt his Beast snap and snarl again, desperate to get to its 
mate, so he assuaged it by leaning forward and biting Tommy's left flank, sinking his sharp teeth into the lean 

muscle. Tommy yelped in surprised pain and Nikki sensed his Beast howling in satisfaction. He licked at the bite, 
soothing the abused flesh and taking in the aroma and taste that was uniquely Tommy. Nikki trailed his kisses 

closer to the cleft that held the secret entrance and Tommy twitched beneath him, pulling away. 


"Nikki, l.l haven't. didn't..." he stuttered, pulling away slightly to avoid Nikki's questing mouth. "I didn't know you 


were..and | haven't..you know...” 

Nikki straightened up, hearing what Tommy had left unsaid. "Shh, Tom. It's okay," he said. "| got carried away. 
You're so intoxicating though, that | forget and lose my head over you. | just want to consume everything you 
have to give sexually. But | hear you loud and clear. And! won't do anything you dont want me to." 


"Right now," Tommy whimpered, "I need you..to fuck me! Please, Sixx!" 


"| got you," Nikki crooned. "C'mere, baby." He patted his thighs as Tommy looked over his shoulder in confusion 


"C'mere and sit on my lap," he expanded. "| wanna hold you." 
"Oh," the younger man said and straightened a little, shuffling back on his knees. 


Nikki gripped Tommy's hips to guide him where he wanted him. "That's it.just a little further. Spread your legs 


either side of mine. I'm gonna fuck you like this." 


"You're sure?" 


"Baby, that's what these thighs were made for," he replied, holding his erection firmly in one hand, lining the tip 
of his cock to Tommy's puckered, rosy hole as he lowered himself. "That's it. Go at your pace, babe. There's 
no..oh, fuck, yeah..no rush." Nikki was barely inside of his lover but his head was swimming with the sensations 


already. 


"Christ!" Tommy groaned as Nikki held him tight, helping keep him balanced as he lowered himself onto Nikki's 
cock. "Damn it, Nikki..you feel so good" 


"It feels amazing from my end too." Nikki's head had dropped back and his breathing was laboured as Tommy's 
heat surrounded his dick. Forcing his head up to watch their ultimate joining, Nikki couldn't help the curse that 


fell from his lips, it was everything he'd imagined over the past three weeks and more. 


"Jesus Christ" he said through clenched teeth as Tommy took the last inch or so inside him with a groan 
"Take your time, baby," Nikki repeated, where in truth, he needed the time to rein in the Beast from going into 
a rutting frenzy. 


"Fuck!" Tommy huffed once he'd seated himself fully. "Mmm." he whimpered. "Feels so good, Nikki.” 


The pulse and squeeze of muscle around his dick forced the air out of Nikki's lungs as he fought for control, 
waiting for the younger man to give him some indication of being comfortable enough to proceed. No sooner 


than that fleeting thought had brushed over his fevered mind, Nikki felt the gentle rock of hips from Tommy. 


Laying kisses over Tommy's back, Nikki murmured, "That's it, baby. Everything | got..is all for you, my Tommy." 
The declaration was met with a low moan as Tommy, experimenting with depth and ferocity, found his 


rhythm..and all Nikki could do was hold on. 


Slipping an arm around the boy, Nikki caressed the sweat-damp skin one handed, the other was used to keep 
his balance on the mattress. It wasn't an unfamiliar position for Nikki and he'd used it often with Robbie or the 


occasional random bed-mate before Tommy appeared in his life. 


It had the best position for watching his dick disappearing into the warm body above him, yet he was still able 
to touch and kiss, intimately, if that's what he chose to do. It was also easy for him to change the position, if 


his Beast found it necessary, and cover the person like an animal in heat. 


But today, he just wanted to hold Tommy close, to feel every beat of his heart, every hitch of his breath and 


the little cries and murmurs that fell from his lips. 


With desire stomping its foot on the accelerator, Nikki matched Tommy's hip rolls, feeling the tip of his cock 
brush over the bundle of nerves he'd prepared not more than a few minutes ago. With each touch, a tremor 


ran through Tommy's whole body. 


Tommy's hand enclosed Nikki's, pushing it down from where he was tugging and teasing a taut little nipple, but 


Nikki was in no hurry, caressing each quivering muscle from neck to lower abdomen. Nikki could feel himself 


when he pressed his palm against the bellowing pooch of Tommy's soft belly as his thrusts became more 
forceful. He smiled to himself when Tommy's heavy ball sac started a soft thwack against his balls that were 
currently filling with seed in preparation for spilling inside his mate. 


Threading his fingers through the silken curls at the root of Tommy's length, Nikki spread his fingers either 
side of the leaking dick and squeezed, drawing not only a copious dribble of precum over his fingers but a 


hitched sigh from the brunette's lips. 


Reaching the tip, smooth and silky to the touch, and swirled his fingers over it causing a direct link to the 
tight cinch around his erection buried deep within Tommy's sweet little body. 


He couldn't wait to explore Tommy's lithe body more in the future, so different to Robbie's bulkier muscle 


mass. 


| wanna taste you," Nikki whispered into Tommy's ear and waited for his consent. Milking more precum from 
him once Tommy had nodded, Nikk brought his fingers to his mouth. "Look at me, baby," he said and Tommy 
turned his head languidly, following Nikki's hand. 


Without ceasing the undulation of his hips, Nikki poked his tongue into a point and ran it up the underside of his 
middle finger, the one that had been buried knuckle-deep earlier. The slight tang of Tommy's ass mixed with 
the almost blandness of the precum, exploded against his taste buds. He groaned and slipped his fingers into his 


mouth, suckling all the juice and flavour from them. 


Tommy had started stroking himself as he watched Nikki. "I'm..oh, fuck, yeah..," he panted. "Nik..l'm..l can't...” 
With a sharp inhale of breath, Tommy's body finally reached the release he'd held off for so long. 


"Oh, shit," Nikki breathed. "Yeah, baby, show me how much you missed me," he growled as he slipped his arm 
across Tommy's chest to the opposite shoulder in readiness for his own orgasm that was racing toward him 


like a freight train 


The sound of flesh against flesh filled the room as the bed shook with the inertia of their combined movement. 
Whimpers of delight and frustration blended with Tommy's rhythmic hand and Nikki's upward thrusts, while 
Nikki turned Tommy's head so that he could claim his mouth with kisses as deep as he could get. 


"Oh, Jesus..." Nikki cursed, dropping his forehead to an almost lax Tommy. His thighs were burning with exertion 
and the sweat ran freely down both of their bodies. "Mngh," he grunted on an upward thrust, his impending 
orgasm quickening his blood, the swoosh swoosh of it loud now in his ears, as his hips faltered, becoming erratic 


in their momentum. 


"Nikki..Nikki..Nikki," Tommy chanted his name with as much reverence as the most devout clergy would recite 
their prayers and his hands touched him with tenderness wherever Tommy could reach. 


Suddenly, he was staring into the blackness of his climax as his world imploded momentarily before spewing 
forth into his lover's waiting body. His organs and bones liquified, it seemed, and mixed with his seed that now 


coated the inside of his Tommy. 


"Mne ," the Beast growled loudly in his head as Nikki held Tommy down tightly against him, offering the boy 
every drop of his body and his love. 


Aftershocks quivered through Nikki and he lost his grip on the sweat-slick skin of his lover. Trying to pull as 
much oxygen into his lungs as possible, his throat was dry and raw, making it almost impossible to swallow, as 


Tommy carefully raised himself off Nikki's spent cock 


"Holy fuck, man," Tommy gasped, clearly more coherent than Nikki. "My ass is so full," he muttered as he 
manoeuvred himself into a prone position on one side of the bed face down, leaving the area in front of Nikki 


free. 

He fell forward onto his hands, slowly reacquainting his knees and lower legs with the sluggish blood supply, 
before gingerly laying down next to Tommy. Nikki reached for Tommy's hand and entwined his fingers through 
the drummers, bringing their clasped hands between their chests. 

"That was freaking..awesome," Tommy chuckled, his warm breath ghosted over Nikki's face. 


"Are you okay, Tom?" he asked. "Did | hurt you any?" He nuzzled his nose against Tommy's Grecian one. 


"Man, you opened me too good," his lover exclaimed. "I'm waiting for my ass to return to normal so | don't 


leave a trail of cum from the bed to the bathroom." 


Nikki smiled at the boy's candour. "I wouldn't mind, | mean, I'm lying in the puddle of your jizz that you left on 
the bed" 


"Aww, you got the wet spot," Tommy chuckled again before his eyes went wide. "Oops..! think | just laughed 
some out so now we both got a wet spot to lie in" 


The comment made Nikki laugh, and, leaning into Tommy more, he kissed him soundly. "I think a shower is in 
order and then another change of sheets. Oh, and we gotta open the windows too." 


"What for?" Tommy asked as Nikki crawled over him to reach Tommy's ever-present pack of cigarettes. He 
pulled two out and lit them, propping himself into a sitting position against the headboard and a mountain of 
pillows behind him. 


Handing a smoke to Tommy, who had shifted into an almost-upright spot facing Nikki, he said, "I told Mick to 
stay for dinner when they drop your Dad home. Mars said that he wouldn't eat if the house smelled of sex." 


"Then we eat outside," Tommy shrugged. "Or close off this room. | wanna remember this moment for a while 


longer." 
"Just this moment?" Nikki asked. "Or including the times that we make love for the rest of our lives?" 


Tommy blushed and dropped his gaze, inspecting an invisible spot on the sheet. "Urm..," he sighed. "Do you 


mean that?" 
"Which part, baby?" Nikki asked. 
"Both. The um, parts about making love and the rest of our lives." 


‘Ive never been more serious, Tom," Nikki replied, losing himself in the dark eyes. "I will never be able to repay 


the gods or fates or whatever forces that sent your Dad into my house that day." 
"You shot him!" Tommy chuckled incredulously. 


"For which I've apologised to you both on numerous occasions," he replied, chagrinned. "And I'll wear the penance 
of you reminding me of that fact, gladly." He bent and kissed Tommy tenderly once more, "Because it brought 


you to me too." 


"Which reminds me," Nikki took a drag of his cigarette and blew the smoke out. Tommy did the same, his 
cigarette disappearing more quickly than Nikki's. "We will talk later tonight as to why you didn’t tell me that 
David had deteriorated. But right now," he checked the clock, "we have about an hour before the others get 
here." Nikki reached for the ashtray and stubbed out his cigarette. "Let's get dirty again in the shower." 


Sometime later, after the hot and steamy shower was made even hotter and steamier by some thorough 
cleaning that eventually involved Nikki's tongue being granted entrance to previously out of bounds areas, 
Tommy had just emerged from the laundry after setting the sheets to wash when the front door opened. 


"Is it safe To come in?" Vinnie said, waltzing into the house anyway, heading for the living room where they 


usually congregated. 
"We're decent, if that's what you mean," Tommy said, making Vince spin around and run critical eyes over him. 


‘Oh, yeah," Vince smirked. "The boy got done good and proper, huh?!" he added. "Some nice hickies you got 


there, man." 


Nikki had been watching unseen from the door to his bedroom. He'd heard Mick's truck pull into the drive. "The 
beast finally claimed his mate," he said, sending Vince into a spin yet again. "Good to see ya, man" Nikki stepped 
forward and embraced the blonde singer. 


"Good to see you too, fucker," Vince said, slapping Nikki on the back with some force. 


Nikki looked over Vince's shoulder as Tommy was helping his father inside the door. "Oh, shit," he murmured. 


"Yeah," Vince replied softly. "He probably won't recognise you anymore. He barely remembers Tommy some 


days and doesn't speak much either." 
"Damn it," Nikki cursed under his breath. 


David had become gaunt, hunched, and frail-looking. His face held a blank look as though staring into 


nothingness. 


Following the father and son into the house, Mick closed the front door behind him and made his way into the 
room. Nikki briefly hugged his guitarist, having already caught up with him on the drive home. 


"C'mon, Dad," Tommy said, guiding his father into Nikki's throne-chair that he was so fond of. "Let's change 
your shoes, huh. You can put your slippers on and, oh, we're getting pizza for dinner. Do you want your 


favourite?" 


Nikki watched as his lover kept up a litany of one-sided conversation with his father. "Gimme a sec," he said to 


his bandmates and crossed to where Tommy and his father were. 


He lowered to his haunches beside Tommy, dropping a kiss to his lover's shoulder. Tommy turned his gaze to 
Nikki and he could see the pain and sadness in the dark orbs. He laid one hand on David's knee and the other on 
Tommy's back. 


"King David, my liege," Nikki said, looking into the old man's eyes, praying for some kind of recognition as he fell 
into the familiar alternate reality. He squeezed David's knee and noticed that the vacant eyes fell to his hand. "I 
have returned home from the great battle to claim Lord Thomas' heart once more. | was hoping for your 


blessing, my liege. Will you give it to your humble servant?" 


"Nikki, | don't..." Tommy started but stopped when Nikki tapped him on the back, never wavering his gaze from 


the old man. 
Slowly, David's eyes rose, following the line of Nikki's arm up to his face. Nikki smiled warmly at him. 


"You have my blessing, Lord Nicholas," David replied, his tremulous voice as frail as his body. "Welcome home, 


Son. 


**THE END** 


